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\ NOVELS BY ^MILE ZOLA. 

TRANSLATED OR EDITED BY ERNEST A, VIZETELLY. 
Unifokm Edition. Grown 8vo. cloth, 35. 6d, etch. 

THE FORTUNE OF THE ROUGONS. 

'To kh« raider who tokts an inttirest in th« penonality of Zola " Tho Fortuoof the 
Rooniit " has a unique value, for in its paces the author has drawn upon the recollections 
of hS youth. . . . Should yon he consumed with a desire to pluck the heart oat of Zola's 
''Ronnm-Maoquart" volumes, it will he neoessanr to i«ad the first and the latt of the 
itrics,^' The Fortune of the RouKons" and ** Dr. Pascal.** '— MoRmNc Lbadsb. 

HIS EXCELLENCY ('Son Excellbncb EuoiNB Rouoon'). 

'The hook is one of the mosi remarkable of the monumental series whidi ita author 
built up to depict the social history of a family under the Second Empire. It follows 
the career of an adventurous statesman who rose to power under Nanoteon IIL, and 
whose amlatioos and unscrupulous nature, whose intoisues at Court, whose fortunes in 
siTairs of the heart, areall depkted as from the life. Thie book itself wanrants iu fidelity 
to fact by compelling belief instinctively.'— Scotsman. 

MONEY ('UArgent'). [Also an Edition at dA] 

'Suffice it to say of this book, one of Zola's mastermeces, that never has hia brilliant 
sheen used with such realistfe, life-like force. . . . The figure of Sacard isa teirible, 
creation. Hisloveofmoney, his love of women, his fixed hatred of the Jews, 
• Blf.*— Vai 



M&beenm 

Hucinating 

become mora real than reality itself.'— Vanity Faik. 

THE DREAM (<Lb RivE'). Translated by Eliza E. 
Chask. With 8 Illustnitions bf Gborgis Jbanniot. 

* M. Zola has sought in tUs charming story to prove to the workl that he toocau 
write for the virgin, and that he can paint the better skle of human nature in cotoursaa 
tender and true as those emptoyed by any of his contemporaries. . . It is a beautiful 
story admirably tokL'— Sfbaksx. 

THE CONQUEST OF PLASSANS. 

*The appearance of this book may be taken to mark an event in literature. . . . 
"The Master's ** b a fesdnating personality, and without that editorial instinct which, in 
the volume before us. BCr. Vitetelly has shown us he possesses, he might have been 
fiiscinated into doing nis work less wisely and less well. He has so done it, however, that 
a round score of hts author's novels figure in an English publisher's announcements : 
and this constitutes the literary event to which we referred. ** The Conquest of Plassans " 
may, in no mere figure of nieech, be considered to signify M. Zola's conquest ot London. 
Henceforth the Bidsac of the Second Empire will have claims to more than one sort of 
" royalty " among us.'— Pall Mall Gazsttr. 

ABBE MOURET'S TRANSGRESSION. 

'Perhi^ die most powerful and poetic of aU M. Zola's talea. . . . There are few 
things in liteiature more exceUently wrought '—Anomew Lang in Fortmigutly Rbvikw. 

THE FAT AND THE THIN (*Le Ventre de Paris'). 

'A veiy satisfactory rendering, which has preserved the passion, the humour, and the 
terrible insight of the original. 2ola has never drawn a picture more pitilessly faithful 
to the lower side of our common humanity than this is. ... A dimma which reads like a 
page torn out of the book of life itself.'— ^pbakbr. 

THE JOY OF LIFE(*LaJoiedeVivre*). 

* For dramatic force and for pathos there is nothing in the whole cyde to end " The 
Joy of Life." It is one of those books which should be read in order to appreciate the 
versatility of M. Zola's realisnu'—GLASGow Ubrald. 

THE DRAM-SHOP (*L'Assommoir'). [Also an Edition tt 6</.] 

'Alter reading ** L'A^sommofar * and Zok's other books. It seems as If In the work or 
all other novelists there were a veil between the reader and the thbgs described; and 
there b present to our minds the same difference as exists between a human fece as 
repraientid on canvas and the same face as reflected In a mirror. It is like findutg truth 
forth* first time.'— Edmondo db Aiiias. 

HIS MASTERPIECE (*L'(Euvre'). 

'TIm story of Claude Lantier, a great painter, one of the crucified nmrtyrs of art, 
who adored womai^ and sacrificed his wife Christine, so loving and for a time so loved, 
to tlM fakcfcata woman, whose divine beauty he pictured in his mind's eye, but whoir 
lib brmh could never set erect in her sovereign spIendour.'—M. Zola In Da. Pascau 
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THE DREAM 



CHAPTER I 

During the severe winter of 1860 the river Oise was 
frozen over and the plains of Lower Picjardy were 
covered with deep snow. On Christmas Day, especially, 
a heavy squall from the north-east had almost buried 
the little city of Beaumont. The snow, which began to 
fall eariy in the morning, increased towards evening and 
accumulated during the night ; in the upper town, in 
the Rue des Orfevres, at the end of which, as if enclosed 
theriain, is the northern front of the cathedral transept, 
this was blown with great force by the wind against the 
portal of Saint Agnes, the old Romanesque portal, 
where traces of Early Gothic could be seen, contrasting 
its florid ornamentation with the bare simplicity of the 
transept gable. 

The inhabitants still slept, wearied by the festive 
rejoicings of the previous day. The town-clock struck 
six. ' In the darkness, which was slightly lightened by 
the slow, persistent fall of the flakes, a vague living form 
alone was visible : that of a little girl, nine years of age, 
who, having taken refdge under the arohway of the 
portal, had passed the night there, shivering, and 
sheltering herself as well as possible. She wore a thin 
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woollen dress, ragged from long use, her head was 
covered with a torn silk handkerchief, and on her bare 
feet were heavy shoes much too large for her. Without 
doubt she had only gone there after having well wandered 
through the town, for she had &llen down from sheer 
exhaustion. For her it was the end of the world ; there 
was no longer anythiag to interest her. It was the 
last surrender; l^e hunger that gnaws, the cold 
which kills ; and in her weakness, stifled by the heavy 
weight at her heart, she ceased to struggle, and nothing 
was left to her but the instinctive movement of preserva- 
tion, the desire of changing place, of sinking still deeper 
into these old stones, whenever a sudden gust made the 
snow whirl about her. 

Hour after hour passed. For a long time, between 
the divisions of this d^s^uble door, she leaned her back 
against the abutting pier, on whose column was a statue 
of Saint Agnes, the martyr of but thirteen years of age, 
a little girl like herself, who carried a branch of palm, 
and at whose feet was a lamb. And in the tympanum, 
above the lintel, the whole legend of the Virgin Child 
betrothed to Jesus could be seen in high relief, set 
forth with a charming simplicity of faith. Her hair, 
which grew long and covered her like a garment when 
the Governor, whose son she had refused to many, gave 
her up to the soldiers ; the flames of the funeral pile, 
destuied to destroy her, turning aside and burning her 
executioners as soon as they lighted the wood; the 
miracles performed by her reUcs ; Cionstance, daughter 
of the Emperor, cured of leprosy ; and the quaint story 
of one of her painted images, which, when the priest 
Paulinus offered it a very valuable emerald ring, held 
out its finger, then withdrew it, keeping the ring, which 
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can be seen at this present day. At the top of the 
tympanum, in a halo of glory, .A^es is at last received 
into heaven, where her betrothed, Jesus, marries her, so 
young and so little, giving her the kiss of eternal 



But when the wind rushed through the street, the 
snow was blo¥ni in the child's &ce, and the threshold 
was almost barred by the white masses ; then she moved 
away to the side, against the virgins placed above the 
base of the arch. These are the companions of Agnes, 
the saints who served as her escort : three at her right 
— ^Dorothea, who was fed in prison by miraculous bread ; 
Barbe, who lived in a tower; and Grenevieve, whose 
heroism saved Paris: and three at her left—Agatha, 
whose breast was torn ; Christina, who was put to tor- 
ture by her father; and Cecilia, beloved by the angels. 
Above these were statues and statues ; three close ranks 
mounting with the curves of the arches, decorating them 
with chaste triumphant figures, who, after the suffering 
and mart^om of their earthly life, were welcomed by 
a host of wing^ cherubim, transported with ecstasy into 
the Celestial Kingdom. 

There had been no shelter for the little waif for a long 
time, when at last the clock struck eight and daylight 
came. The snow, had she not trampled it do¥ni, would 
have come to her shoulders. The old door behind her 
was covered with it, as if hung with ermine, and it 
looked as white as an altar, beneath the grey front of the 
church, so bare and smooth that not even a single flake 
had clung to it. The great saints, those of the sloping 
surface especially, were clothed in it, and were glisten- 
ing in purity from their feet to their white beards. Still 
higher, in the scenes of the tympanum, the outlines of 

b2 
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tbe little saints of tbe arches were designed most 
clearly on a dark background, and this magic effect con« 
tinned until the final rapture at the mairiage of Agnes, 
which the archangels appeared to be celebrating under 
a shower of white roses. Standing upon her pillar, with 
her white branch of palm and her white lamb, the Virgin 
Child had such purity in the lines of her body of 
immaculate snow, that the motionless stifihess of cold 
seemed to congeal around her the mystic transports of 
victorious youth. And at her feet the other child, so 
miserable, white with snow — she also grew so stiff and pale 
that it seemed as if she were turning to stone, and could 
scarcely be distinguished fromthegreat images above her. 

At last, in one of the long line of houses in which 
all seemed to be sleeping, the noise from the drawing 
up of a blind made her raise her eyes. It was at her 
right hand, in the second story of a house at the side of 
the Cathedral. A very handsome woman, a brunette 
about forty years of age, with a placid expression of 
serenity, was just looking out from there, and in spite 
of the terrible frost she kept her uncovered arm in the 
air for a moment, having seen the child move. Her 
calm face grew sad with pity and astonishment. Then, 
shivering, she hastily closed the window. She carried 
with her the rapid vision of a fair little creature with 
violet-coloured eyes under an head-covering of an old 
silk handkerchief. The face was oval, the neck long and 
slender as a lily, and the shoulders drooping ; but she 
was blue firom cold, her little hands and feet were half 
dead, and the only thing about her that still showed life 
was the slight vapour of her breath. 

The child remained with her eyes upturned, looking 
at the house mechanically. It was a narrow one, two 
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stories in height, very old, and evidently buUt towards 
the end of the fifteenth century. It was almost sealed 
to the side of the Cathedral, between two bnttresses, 
like a wart which had pushed itself between the two 
toes of a Colossus. And thus supported on each side, 
it was admirably preserved, with its stone basement, its 
second story in wooden panels, ornamented with bricks, 
its roof, of which the framework advanced at least three 
feet beyond the gable, its turret for the projecting 
stairway at the left comer, where could still be seen in 
the little window the leaden setting of long ago. At 
times repairs had >been made on account of its age. 
The tile-roofing dated from the reign of Louis XIV., for 
one easily recognised the work of that epoch ; a dormer 
window pierced in the side of the turret, little wooden 
frames replacing everywhere those of the primitive panes ; 
the three united openings of the second story had been 
reduced to two, that of the middle being closed up with 
bricks, thus giving to the front the symmetry of the 
other buildings on the street of a more recent date. 

In the basement the changes were equally visible, 
an oaken door with mouldings having taken the place 
of the old one with iron trimmings that was under the 
stairway ; and the great central arcade, of which the 
lower part, the sides, and the point had been plastered 
over, so as to leave only one rectangular opening, was 
now a species of large window, instead of the triple- 
pointed one which formerly came out on to the street. 

Without thinking, the child still looked at this 
venerable dwelling of a master-builder, so well preserved, 
and as she read upon a little yellow plate nailed at the 
left of the door these words, * Hubert, chasuble maker,' 
printed in black letters, she was again attracted by the 
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sound of the opening of a shutter. This time it was the 
blind of the square window of the ground-floor. A man 
in his turn looked out; his face was full, his nose 
aquiline, his forehead projecting, and his thick short 
hair already white, although he was scarcely yet five- 
and-forty. He, too, forgot the air for a moment as he 
examined her with a sad wrinkle on his great tender 
mouth. Then she saw him, as he remained standing 
behind the little greenish-looking panes. He turned, 
beckoned to someone, and his wife reappeared. How 
handsome she was! They both stood side by side, 
looking at her earnestly and sadly. 

For four hundred years, the line of Huberts, em- 
broiderers fipom father to son, had lived in this house. 
A noted maker of chasubles had built it under Louis XI., 
another had repaired it under Louis XTV., and the 
Hubert who now occupied it still embroidered church 
vestments, as his ancestors had always done. At twenty 
years of age he had fallen in love with a young girl of 
fidxteen, Hubertine, and so deep was their affection for 
each other, that when her mother, widow of a magistrate, 
refused to give her consent to their union, they ran away 
together and were married. She was remarkably beauti- 
ful, and that was their whole romance, their joy, and 
their misfortune. 

When, a year later, she went to the deathbed of her 
mother, the latter disinherited her and gave her her 
curse. So affected was she by the terrible scene, that 
her infant, bom soon after, died, and since then it seemed 
as if, even in her coffin in the cemetery, the wilful woman 
had never pardoned her daughter, for it was, alas ! a 
childless household. After twenty-four years they still 
mourned the little one they had lost. 
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Disturbed by their looks, the stranger tried to hide 
herself behind tiie pillar of Saint Agnes. She was also 
annoyed by the movement which now commenced in 
the street, as the shops were being opened and people 
began to go out. The Rue des Orfevres, which termi- 
nates at the side front of the church, would be almost 
impassable, blocked in as it is on one side by the house 
of the Huberts, if the Hue du Soleil, a narrow lane, did 
not relieve it on the other side by running the whole 
length of the Cathedral to the great front on the Place 
du Cloltre. At this hour there were few passers, except- 
ing one or two persons who were on their way to early 
service, and they looked with surprise at the poor little 
girl, whom they did not recognise as ever having seen 
at Beaumont. The slow, persistent fall of snow con- 
tinued. The cold seemed to increase with the wan day- 
light, and in the dull thickness of the great white shroud 
which covered the town one heard, as if from a distance, 
the sound of voices. But timid, ashamed of her aban- 
donment, as if it were a fault, the child drew still 
farther back, when suddenly she recognised before her 
Hubertine, who, having no servant, had gone out to 
buy bread. 

'What are you doing there, little one? Who are 
you ? ' 

She did not answer, but hid her face. Then she 
was no longer conscious of suffering ; her whole being 
seemed to have &ded away, as if her heart, turned to 
ice, had stopped beating. When the good lady turned 
away with a pitying look, she sank down upon her knees 
completely exhausted, and slipped listlessly into the 
snow, whose flakes quickly covered her. 

And the woman, as she rotumed with her fresh 
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rolls, seeing that she had fallen, again approached 
her. 

^ Look up, my child ! You cannot remain here on 
this doorstep.' 

Then Hubert, who had also come out, and was 
standing near the threshold, took the bread from hia 
wife, and said : 

^ Take her up and bring her into the house.' 

Hubertine did not reply, but, stooping, lifted her in 
her strong arms. And the child shrank back no longer, 
but was carried as if inanimate ; her teeth closely set, 
her eyes shut, chilled through and through, and with 
the lightness of a little bird that has just fiJlen from its 
nest. 

They went in. Hubert shut the door, while Huber- 
tine, bearing her burden, passed through the front room, 
which served as a parlour, and where some embroidered 
bands were spread out for show before the great square 
window. Then she went into the kitchen, the old ser- 
vants' hall, preserved almost intact, with its heavy 
beams, its flagstone floor mended in a dozen places, and 
its great fireplace with its stone mantelpiece. On 
shelves were the utensils, the pots, kettles, and saucepans, 
that dated back one or two centuries ; and the dishes 
were of old stone, or earthenware, and of pewter. But 
on the middle of the hearth was a modem cooking-stove, 
a large cast-iron one, whose copper trimmings were 
wondrously bright. It was red from heat, and the water 
was bubbling away in its boiler. A large porringer, 
filled with coffee-and-milk, was on one comer of it. 

^ Oh ! how much more comfortable it is here than 
outside,' said Hubert, as he put the bread down on a 
heavy table of the style of Louis XIII., which was in 
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the centre of the room. ' Now, seat this poor little 
creature near the stove that she may be thawed out ! ' 

Hubertine had already placed the child close to the 
fire, and they both looked at her as she slowly regained 
consciousness. As the snow that covered her clothes 
melted it fell in heavy drops. Through the holes of her 
great shoes they could see her little bruised feet, whilst 
the thin woollen dress designed the rigidity of her 
limbs and her poor body, worn by misery and pain. 
She had a long attack of nervous trembling, and then 
opened her frightened eyes with the start of an animal 
which suddenly awakes &om sleep to find itself caught 
in a snare. Her face seemed to sink away under the 
silken rag which was tied under her chin. Her right 
arm appeared to be helpless, for she pressed it so closely 
to her breast. 

'Do not be alarmed, for we will not hurt you. 
"Where did you come fix>m ? Who are you ? ' 

But the more she was spoken to the more frightened 
she became, turning her head as if someone were behind 
her who would beat her. She examined the kitchen 
furtively, the flaggings, the beams, and the shining 
utensils ; then her glance passed through the irregular 
windows which were left in the ancient opening, and 
she saw the garden clear to the trees by the Bishop's 
house, whose white shadows towered above the wall at 
the end, while at the left, as if astonished at finding 
itself there, stretched along the whole length of the alley 
the Cathedral, with its Bomanesque windows in the 
chapels of its apses. And again, from the heat of the 
stove which began to penetrate her, she had a long attack 
of shivering, after which she turned her eyes to the floor 
and remained quiet. 
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*Do you belong to Beanmont? Who is your 
father?' 

She was so entirely silent that Hubert thought her 
throat must be too dry to allow her to speak. 

Instead of questioning her he said : * We would do 
much better to give her a good cup of coffee as hot as 
she can drink it.' 

That was so reasonable that Hubertine immediately 
handed her the cup she herself held. Whilst she cut 
two large slices of bread and buttered them, the child, 
still mistrustAil, continued to shrink back; but her 
hunger was too great, and soon she ate and drank 
ravenously. That there need not be a restraint upon 
her, the husband and wife were silent, and were touched 
to tears on seeing her little hand tremble to such a 
degree that at times it was difficult for her to reach her 
mouth. She made use only of her left hand, for her 
right arm seemed to be fastened to her chest. When 
she had finished, she almost broke the cup, which she 
caught again by an awkward movement of her elbow. 

'Have you hurt your arm badly?' Hubertine 
asked. 'Do not be afraid, my dear, but show it to 
me.' 

But as she was about to touch it the child rose up 
hastily, trying to prevent her, and as in the struggle 
she moved her arm, a little pasteboard-covered book, 
which she had hidden under her dress, slipped through 
a large tear in her waist. She tried to take it, and when 
she saw her unknown hosts open and begin to read it, 
she clenched her fist in anger. 

It was an official certificate, given by the Adminis- 
tration des Enfants Assist6s in the Department Of the 
Seine. On the first page, under a medallion containing 
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a likeness of Saint Vincent de Paul, were the printed 
prescribed forms. For the family name, a simple black 
line filled the allotted space. Then for the Christian 
names were those of An^elique Marie ; for the dates, 
bom January 22, 1851, admitted the 23rd of the 
same month under the registered number of 1,634. 
So there was neither father nor mother ; there were no 
papers; not even a statement of where she was bom ; 
nothing but this little book of official coldness, with its 
cover of pale red pasteboard. No relative in the world ! 
and even her abandonment numbered and classed I 

' Oh ! then she is a foundling ! ' exclaimed 
Hubertine. 

In a paroxysm of rage the child replied: ^I am 
much better than all the others — yes — ^yes! I am 
better, better, better. I have never taken anything 
that did not belong to me, and yet they stole all I had. 
Give me back, now, that which you also have stolen from 
me!' 

Such powerless passion, such pride to be above the 
others in goodness, so shook the body of the little girl, 
that the Huberts were startled. They no longer recog- 
nised the blonde creature, with violet eyes and graceful 
figure. Now her eyes were black, her face dark, and 
her neck seemed swollen by a rush of blood to it. Since 
she had become warm, she raised her head and hissed 
like a serpent that had been picked up on the snow. 

* Are you then really so naughty ? ' asked Hubert 
gently. * If we wish to know all about you, it is because 
we wish to help you.' 

And looking over the shoulders of his wife he read 
as the latter tumed the leaves of the little book. On 
the second page was the name of the nurse. ^ The child, 
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Angelique Marie, had been given, on January 25, 1851, 
to the nurse, Fran^oise, sister of Mr. Hamelin, a farmer 
by profession, living in the parish of Soulanges, an 
arrondissement of Nevers. The aforesaid nurse had 
received on her departure the pay for the first month 
of her care, in addition to her clothing.' Then there 
was a certificate of her baptism, signed by the chaplain 
of the Asylum for Abandoned Children; also that of 
the physician on the arrival and on the departure of the 
infismt. The monthly accounts, paid in quarterly in- 
stalments, filled jGeirther on the columns of four pages, 
and each time there was the illegible signature of the 
receiver or collector. 

*What! Nevers!' asked Hubertine. *You were 
brought up near Nevers ? ' 

Angelique, red with anger that she could not prevent 
them from reading, had fallen into a sullen silence. But 
at last she opened her mouth to speak of her nurse. 

*Ah! you may be sure that Maman Nini would 
have beaten you. She always took my part against 
others, she did, although sometimes she struck me 
herself. Ah ! it is true I was not so unhappy over 
there, with the cattle and all ! ' 

Her voice choked her and she continued, in broken, 
incoherent sentences, to speak of the meadow where she 
drove the great red cow, of the broad road where she 
played, of the cakes they cooked, and of a pet house-dog 
that had once bitten her. 

Hubert interrupted her as he read aloud : ^ In case 
of illness, or of bad treatment, the superintendent is 
authorised to change the nurses of the children.' Below 
it was written that the child Angelique Marie had been 
given on June 20 to the care of Theresa, wife of Louis 
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Franchomme, both of them makers of artificial flowers 
in Paris. 

^Ah! I understand/ said Hubertine. 'Yon were 
ill, and so they took you back to Paris.' 

But no, that was not the case, and the Huberts did 
not know the whole history until they had drawn it, 
little by little, from Angelique. Louis Franchomme, 
who was a cousin of Maman Nini, went to pass a month 
in his native village when recovering from a fever. It 
was then that his wife, Theresa, became very fond of the 
child, and obtained permission to take her to Paris, 
where she could be taught the trade of making flowers. 
Three months later her husband died, and she herself, 
beiiig delicate in health, was obliged to leave the city 
and to go to her brother's, the tanner Babier, who was 
settled at Beaumont. She, alas ! died in the early days 
of December, and confided to her sister-in-law the little 
girl, who since that time had been injured, beaten, and, 
in short, suffered martyrdom* 

* The Rabiers?' said Hubert. 'TheRabiers? Yes, 
yes ! They are tanners on the banks of the Ligneul, in 
the lower town.. The husband is lame, and the wife is 
a noted scold.* 

* They treated me as if I came from the gutter,' con- 
tinued Angelique, revolted and enraged in her mortified 
pride. ' They said the river was the best place for me. 
After she had beaten me nearly to death, the woman 
would put something on the floor for me to eat, as if I 
were a cat, and many a time I went to bed suffering 
from hunger. Oh ! I could have killed myself at last ! ' 
She made a gesture of furious despair. 

* Yesterday, Christmas morning, they had been 
drinkiQg, and, to amuse themselves, they threatened to 
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pnt ont my eyes. Then, after a whfle, they began to 
fight with each other, and dealt such heavy blows that 
I thought they were dead, as they both fell on the floor 
of their room. For a long time I had determined to 
run away. But I was anxious to have my book. 
Maman Nini had often said, in showing it to me : ^^ Look, 
this is all that you own, and if you do not keep this you 
will not even have a name.*' ^d I know that since the 
death of Maman Theresa they had hid it in one of the 
bureau drawers. So stepping over them as quietly as 
possible, while they were lying on the floor, I got the 
book, hid it under my dress-waist, pressing it against 
me with my arm. It seemed so large that I fancied 
everyone must see it, and that it would be taken from 
me. Oh ! I ran, and ran, and ran, and when night came 
it was so dark ! Oh ! how cold I was under the poor 
shelter of that great door ! Oh dear ! I was so cold, it 
seemed as if I were dead. But never mind now, for I 
did not once let go of my book, and here it is.' And 
with a sudden movement, as the Huberts closed it to 
give it back to her, she snatched it from them. Then, 
sitting down, she put her head on the table, Sobbing 
deeply as she laid her cheek on the light red cover. 
Her pride seemed conquered by an intense humility. 
Her whole being appeared to be softened by the sight 
of these few leaves with their rumpled corners — ^her 
solitary possession, her one treasure, and the only tie 
which connected her with the life of this world. She 
could not relieve her heart of her great despair ; her 
tears flowed continually, and under this complete sur- 
render of herself she regained her delicate looks and 
became again a pretiy child. Her slightly oval £sm^ was 
pure in its outlines, her violet eyes were made a little 
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paler from emotion, and the cnrve of her neck and 
shonlders made her resemble a little virgin on a chmrch 
window. At length she seized the hand of Hubertine, 
pressed it to her lips most caressingly, and kissed it 
passionately. 

The Huberts were deeply touched, and could scarcely 
speak. They stammered : ^ Dear, dear child ! ' 

She was not, then, in reality bad ! Perhaps with 
affectionate care she could be corrected of this violence 
of temper which had so alarmed them. 

In a tone of entreaty the poor child exclaimed: 
^ Do not send me back to those dreadful people ! Oh, 
do not send me back again I ' 

The husband and wife looked at each other for a 
few moments. In &ct, since the autumn they had 
planned taking as an apprentice some young girl who 
would live with them, and thus bring a little brightness 
into their house, which seemed so dull without children. 
And their decision was soon made. 

* Would you like it, my dear ? ' Hubert asked. 

Hubertine replied quietly, in her calm voice: ^I 
would indeed.' 

Immediately they occupied themselves with the 
necessary formalities. The husband went to the Justice 
of Peace of the northern district of Beaumont, who was 
cousin to his wife, the only relative with whom she had 
kept up an acquwitance, and told him all the facts of 
the case. He took charge of it, wrote to the Hospice 
of Abandoned Children — ^where, thanks to the registered 
number, Angelique was easily recognised — and obtained 
permission for her to remain as apprentice with the 
Huberts, who Wiere well known for their honourable 
position. 
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Tbe Sub-Inspector of tlie Hospice, on coming to 
verify the little book, signed the new contract as witness 
for Hubert, by which the latter promised td treat the 
child kindly, to keep her tidy, to send her to school and 
to church, and to give her a good bed to herself. On 
the other side, the Administration agreed to pay him 
all indemnities, and to give the child certain stipulated 
articles of clothing, as was their custom. 

In ten days all was arranged. Angelique slept up- 
stairs in a room under the roof, by the side of the garret, 
and the window of which overlooked the garden. She 
had already taken her first lessons in embroidery. The 
first Sunday morning after she was in her new home, 
before going to mass, Hubertine opened before her the 
old chest in the working-room, where she kept the fine 
gold thread. She held up the little book, then, placing 
it in the back part of one of the drawers, said : ' Look ! 
I have put it here. I will not hide it, but leave it 
where you can take it if you ever wish to do so. It 
is best that you should see it, and remember where 
it is.' 

On entering the church that day, Angelique found 
herself again under the doorway of Saint Agnes. During 
the week there had been a partial thaw, then the cold 
weather had returned to so intense a degree that the 
snow which had half melted on the statues had con- 
gealed itself in large bunches or in icicles. Now, the 
figures seemed dressed in transparent robes of ice, with 
lace trimmings like spun glass. Dorothea was holding 
a torch, the liquid droppings of which fell upon her 
hands. Cecilia wore a silver crown, in which glistened 
the most brilliant of pearls. Agatha's nude chest was 
protected by a crystal armour. And the scenes in the 
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tympanum, the little virgins in the arches, looked as if 
they had been there for centuries, behind the glass and 
jewels of the shrine of a saint. Agnes herself let trail 
behind her her court mantle, threaded with light ai^d 
embroidered with stars. Her lamb had a fleece of 
diamonds, and her palm-branch had become the colour 
of heaven. The whole door was resplendent in the 
purity of intense cold. 

Angelique recollected the night she had passed 
there under the protection of these saints. She raised 
her head and smiled upon them. 
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CHAPTER n 

Beaumoiit is compoeed of two villages, completely 
separated and qnite distinct one from the other — 
Beanmont-r^^glise, on the hill, with its old Cathedral 
of the twelfth century, its Bishop's Palace which dates 
only from the seventeenth centnry, its inhabitants, 
scarcely one thousand in number, who are crowded 
together in an almost stifling way in its narrow streets ; 
and Beaumont-la-Ville, at the foot of the hill, on the 
banks of the Ligneul, an ancient suburb, which the 
success of its manufactories of lace and of fine cambric 
has punched and enlarged to such an extent that it 
has a population of nearly ten thousand persons, several 
public squares, and an elegant sub-prefecture built in 
the modem style. These two divisions, the northern 
district and the southern district, have thus no longer 
anything in common except in an administrative way. 
Although scarcely thirty leagues fix>m Paris, where one 
can go by rail in two hours, Beaumont-l'^l^glise seems 
to be still immured in its old ramparts, of which, how- 
ever, only three gates remain. A stationary, peculiar 
class of people lead there a life similar to that which 
their ancestors had led from father to son during the 
past five hundred years. 

The Cathedral explains eve]:ything, has given birth 
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to and preserved eyerything. It is ihe moliher, the 
queen, as it rises in all its majesty in the centre of, and 
above, the little collection of low houses, which, like 
shivering birds, are sheltered under her wings of stone. 
One lives there simply for it, and only by it. There is 
no movenxent of business activity, and the little trades- 
men only sell the necessities of life, such as are abso- 
lutely required to feed, to clothe, and to msdntain the 
church and its clergy ; and if occasionally one meets 
some private individuals, they are merely the last re- 
presentatives of a scattered crowd of worshippers. The 
church dominates all ; each street is one of its veins ; 
the town has no other breath than its own. On that 
account, this spirit of another age, this religious torpor 
from the past, makes the cloistered city which sur- 
rounds it redolent with a savoury perfume of peace 
and of faith. 

And in all this mystic place, the house of the 
Huberts, where Angelique was to live in the future, 
was the one nearest to the Cathedral, and which clung 
to it as if in reality it were a part thereof. The per- 
mission to build there, between two of the great 
buttresses, must have been given by some vicar long 
1^0, who was desirous of attaching to himself the 
ancestors of this line of embroiderers, as master chasuble- 
makers and furnishers for the Cathedral clergy. On the 
southern side, the narrow garden was barred by the 
colossal building ; first, the circumference of the side 
chapels, whose windows overlooked the flower-beds, and 
then the slender, long nave, that the flying buttresses 
supported, and alElerwards the high roof covered with 
sheet lead. 

The sun never penetrated to the lower part of this 
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garden, where ivy and boz alone grew luxuriantly ; yet 
the eternal shadow there was very soft and pleasant aa 
it fell from the gigantic brow of the apse — a religious 
shadow, sepulchral and pure, which had a good odour 
about it. In the greenish half-light of its calm freshness, 
the two towers let fall only the sound of their chimes. 
But the entire house kept the quivering therefrom, 
sealed as it was to these old stones, melted into them and 
supported by them. It trembled at the least of the 
ceremonies ; at the High Mass, the rumbling of the organ, 
the voices of the choristers, even the oppressed sighs of 
the worshippers, murmured through each one of its 
rooms, lulled it as if with a holy breath from the Invisible, 
and at times through the half-cool walls seemed to 
come the vapours from the burning incense. 

For five years Angelique lived and grew there, as if 
in a cloister, far away from the world. She only went out 
to attend the seven-o'clock Mass on Sunday mornings, 
as Hubertine had obtained permission for her to study 
at home, fearing that, if sent to school, she might not 
always have the best of associates. This old dwelling, 
so shut in, with its garden of a dead quiet, was her world. 
She occupied as her chamber a little whitewashed room 
under the roof; she went down in the morning to her 
brefikfast in the kitchen, she went up again to the 
working-room in the second story to her embroidery. 
And these places, with the turning stone stairway of the 
turret, were the only comers in which she passed her 
time ; for she never went into the Huberts' apartments, 
and only crossed the parlour on the first floor, and they 
were the two rooms which had been rejuvenated and 
modernised. In the parlour, the beams were plastered 
over, and the ceiling had been decorated with a palm- 
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leaf cornice, accompanied by a rose centre ; the wall- 
paper dated from the First Empire, as well as the white 
marble chimney-piece and the mahogany furniture, which 
consisted of a sofa and four armchairs covered with 
Utrecht velvet, a centre table, and a cabinet. 

On the rare occasions when she went there, to add to 
the articles exposed for sale some new bands of em- 
broidery, if she cast her eyes without, she saw through 
the window the same unchanging vista, the narrow street 
ending at the portal of Saint Agnes; a parishioner 
pushing open the little lower door, which shut itself 
without any noise, and the shops of the plate-worker 
and wax-candle-maker opposite, which appeared to be 
always empty, but where was a good display of holy 
sacramental vessels, and long lines of great church tapers. 
And the cloistral calm of all Beaumont-r^figlise — of the 
Eue Magloire, back of the Bishop's Palace, of the Grande 
Rue, where the Rue des Orf&vres began, and of the 
Place du Oloitre, where rose up the two towers, was felt 
in the drowsy air, and seemed to fall gently with the 
pale daylight on the deserted pavement. 

Hubertine had taken upon herself the charge of the 
education of Angelique. Moreover, she was very old- 
fashioned in her ideas, and maintained that a woman 
knew enough if she could read well, write correctly, and 
had studied thoroughly the first four rules of arithmetic. 
But even for this limited instruction she had constantly 
to contend with an unwillingness on the part of her 
pupil, who, instead of giving her attention to her books, 
preferred looking out of the windows, although the 
recreation was very limited, as she could see nothing but 
the garden from them. In reality, Angelique cared 
only for reading; notwithstanding in her dictations, 
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chosen &om some classic writer, she never succeeded in 
spelling a page correctly, yet her handwriting was ex- 
ceedingly pretty, gracefol, and bold, one of those ir- 
regular styles which were quite the fashion long ago. 
As for other studies, of geography and history and 
cyphering, she was almost completely ignorant of them. 
What good would knowledge ever do her ? It was really 
useless, she thought. Later on, when it was time for 
her to be Confirmed, she learned her Catechism word for 
word, and with so fervent an ardour that she astonished 
everyone by the exactitude of her memory. 

Notwithstanding their gentleness, during the first 
year the Huberts were often discouraged. Angelique, 
who promised to be skilful in embroidering, disconcerted 
them by sudden changes to inexplicable idleness after 
days of praiseworthy application. She was capricious, 
seemed to lose her strength, became greedy, would steal 
sugar to eat when alone, and her cheeks were flushed and 
her eyes looked wearied under their reddened lids. If 
reproved, she would reply with a flood of injurious words. 
Some days, when they wished to try to subdue her, her 
foolish pride at being interfered with would throw her 
into such serious attacks that she would strike her feet 
and her hands together, and seemed ready to tear her 
clothing, or to bite anyone who approached her. At 
BDch moments they drew away from her, for she was 
like a little monster ruled by the evil spirit within 
her. 

Who could she be ? Where did she come from ? 
Almost always these abandoned children are the offspring 
of vice. Twice they had resolved to give her up and 
send her back to the Asylum, so discouraged were they 
and so deeply did they regret having taken her. Bat 
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each time these frightful scenes, which almost made the 
house tremble, ended in the same delnge of tears, and 
the same excited expressions and acts of penitence, when 
the child would throw herself on the floor, begging them 
80 earnestly to puioish her, that they were obliged to 
forgive her. 

Little by little, Hubertine gained gr^at authority 
over her. She was peculiarly adapted for such a task, 
with her kind heart, her gentle firmness, her common- 
sense and her uniform temper. She taught her the duty 
of obedience, and the sin of pride and of passion. To obey 
was to live. We must obey Gk)d, our parents, and our 
superiors. There was a whole hierarchy of respect, 
outside of which existence was unrestrained and dis- 
orderly. So^ after each fit of passion, that she might 
learn humility, some menial labour was imposed upon 
her as a penance, such as washing the cooking-utensils, 
or wiping up the kitchen floor ; and, until it was finished, 
she would remain stooping over her work, enraged at 
first, but conquered at last. 

With the little girl excess seemed to be a marked 
characteristic in everything, even in her caresses. Many 
times Hubertine had seen her kissing her hands with 
vehemence. She would often be in a fever of ecstasy 
before the littie pictures of saints and of the Child Jesus, 
which she had collected ; and one evening she was found 
in a half-fainting state, with her head upon the table, 
and her lips pressed to those of the images. When 
Hubertine confiscated them there was a terrible scene of 
tears and cries, as if she herself were being tortured. 
After that she was held very strictly, was made to obey, 
and her freaks were at once checked by keeping her 
bufify at her work; as soon as her cheeks grew very red, 
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ber eyes dark, and she had nervous tremblingB, 
everything was immediately made quiet about her. 

Moreover, Hubertine had found an unexpected aid 
in the book given by the Society for the Protection of 
Abandoned Children. Every three months, when the 
collector signed it, Angelique was very low-spirited for 
the rest of the day. K by chance she saw it when she 
went to the drawer for a ball of gold thread, her heart 
seemed pierced with agony. And one day, when in a 
fit of uncontrollable fury, which nothing had been able 
to conquer, she turned over the contents of the drawer, 
she suddenly appeared as if thunderstruck before the 
red-covered book. Her sobs stifled her. She threw 
herself at the feet of the Huberts in great humility, 
stammering that they had made a mistake at giving her 
shelter, and that she was not worthy of all their kindness. 
From that time her anger was frequently restrained by 
the sight or the mention of the book. 

In this way Angelique lived until she was twelve 
years of age and ready to be Confirmed. The calm life 
of the household, the little old-fashioned building sleeping 
under the shadow of the Cathedral, perfumed withincense, 
and penetrated with religious music, favoured the slow 
amelioration of this untutored nature, this wild flower, 
taken from no one knew where, and transplanted in the 
mystic soil of the narrow garden. Added to this was 
the regularity of her daily work and the utter ignorance 
of what was going on in the world, without even an echo 
from a sleepy quarter penetrating therein. 

But, above all, the gentlest influence came from the 
great love of the Huberts for each other, which seemed 
to be enlarged by some imknown, incurable remorse. 
He passed the days in endeavouring to make his wife 
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forget the injury he had done her in marrying her in 
spite of the opposition of her mother. He had realised 
at the death of their child that she half accused him of 
this punishment, and he wished to be forgiven. She 
had done so years ago, and now she idolised him. 
Sometimes he was not sure of it, and this doubt saddened 
his life. He wished they might have had another infant, 
and so feel assured that the obstinate mother had been 
softened aflber death, and had withdrawn her malediction. 
That, in fact, was their united desire — a child of pardon ; 
and he worshipped his wife with a tender love, ardent 
and pure as that of a betrothed. If before the apprentice 
he did not even kiss her hand, he never entered their 
chamber, even after twenty years of marriage, without 
an emotion of gratitude for all the happiness that had 
been given him. This was their true home, this room 
with its tinted paintings, its blue wall-paper, its pretty 
hangings, and its walnut furniture. Never was an 
angry word uttered therein, and, as if from a sanctuary, 
a sentiment of tenderness went out from its occupants, 
and filled the house. It was thus for Angelique an 
atmosphere of affection and love, in which she grew and 
thrived. 

An unexpected event finished the work of forming 
her character. As she was rummaging one morning in 
a comer of the working-room, she found on a shelf, 
among implements of embroidery which were no longer 
used, a very old copy of the * Golden Legend/ by Jacques 
de Yoragine. This French translation, dating from 
1549, must have been bought in the long ago by some 
master-workman in church vestments, on account of the 
pictures, full of useful information upon the Saints. It 
was a great while since Angelique had given any. 
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attention to the little old carved images, showing snch 
childlike faith, which had once delighted her. But now, 
as soon as she was allowed to go out and play in the 
garden, she took the book with her. It had been 
rebound in yellow calf, and was in a good condition. 
She slowly turned over some of the leaves, then looked 
at the title-page, in red and black, with the address of 
the bookseller : * & Paris, en la rue Neufre Nostre-Dame, 
k I'enseigne Saint Jehan Baptiste ; ' and decorated with 
medallions of the four Evangelists, framed at the 
bottom by the Adoration of the Three Magi, and at the 
top by the Triumph of Jesus Christ, and His resurrection. 
And then picture after picture followed; there were 
ornamented letters, large and small, engravings in the 
text and at the heading of the chapters ; 'The Annuncia- 
tion,' an immense angel inundating with rays of light a 
slight, delicate-looking Mary; 'The Massacre of the 
Innocents,' where a cruel Herod was seen surrounded by 
dead bodies of dear little children; 'The Nativity,' 
where Saint Joseph is holding a candle, the light of 
which falls upon the face of the Infant Jesus, Who sleeps 
in His mother's arms ; Saint John the Almouer, giving 
to the poor; Saint Matthias, breaking an idol; Saint 
Nicholas as a bishop, having at his right hand a little 
bucket filled with babies. And then, a little farther 
on, came the female saints : Agnes, with her neck 
pierced by a sword; Christina, torn by pincers; 
Genevieve, followed by her lambs; Juliana, being 
whipped; Anastasia, burnt; Maria the Egyptian, 
repenting in the desert; Mary of Magdalene, carry- 
ing the vase of precious ointment; and others and 
still others followed. There was an increasing terror 
and a piety in eadi one of them, making it a history 
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nature, also interested her ; the animals, for instance, of 
which there were enough to fill an Ark of NoaL She 
liked the ravens and the eagles who fed the hermits. 

Then what lovely stories there were about the lions. 
The serviceable one who found a resting-place in a field 
for Mary the Egyptian ; the flaming lion who protected 
virgins or maidens in danger; and then the lion of 
Saint Jerome, to whose care an ass had been confided, 
and, when the animal was stolen, went in search of him 
and brought him back. There was also the penitent 
wolf, who had restored a little pig he had intended eat- 
ing. Then there was Bernard, who excommunicates 
the flies, and they drop dead. Bemi and Blaise feed 
birds at their table, bless them, and make them strong. 
Francis, ' filled with a dove-like simplicity,' preaches to 
them, and exhorts them to love God. A bird was on a 
branch of a fig-tree, and Francis, holding out his hand, 
beckoned to it, and soon it obeyed, and lighted on his 
hand. And he said to it, ^ Sing, my sister, and praise 
the Lord.' And immediately the bird began to sing, 
and did not go away until it was told fco do so. 

All this was a continual source of recreation to 
Angelique, and gave her the idea of calling to the 
swallows, and hoping they might come to her. 

Afterwards, there were certain accounts which she 
could not re-read without almost feeling ill, so much 
did she laugh. 

The good giant Christopher, who carried the Infant 
Christ on his shoulders, delighted her so much as to 
bring tears to her eyes. 

She was very merry over the misadventures of a 
certain Governor with the three chambermaids of 
Anastasia, whom he hoped to have found in the kitchen, 
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where lie kissed the stove and the kettles, thinking he 
was embracing them. ^He went ont there&om very 
black and ngly, and his clothes quite smutched. And 
when his servants, who were waiting, saw him in such a 
state, they thought he was the Devil. Then they beat 
him with birch-rods, and, running away, left him alone.' 

But that which convulsed her most with laughter, 
was the account of the blows given to the Evil One 
himself, especially when Juliana, having been tempted 
by him in her prison cell, administered such an extra- 
ordinary chastisement with her chain. ' Then the 
Provost commanded that Juliana should be brought 
before him ; and when she came into his presence, she 
was drawing the Devil after her, and he cried out, say- 
ing, '^ My good lady Juliana, do not hurt me any more !" 
She led him in this way around the public square, and 
afterwards threw him into a deep ditch.' 

Often Angelique would repeat to the Huberts, as 
they were all at work together, legends far more 
interesting than any fairy-tale. She had read them over 
so often that she knew them by heart, and she told in a 
charming way the story of the Seven Sleepers, who, to 
escape persecution, walled themselves up in a cavern, 
where they slept three hundred and seventy-seven years, 
and whose awakening greatly astonished the Emperor 
Theodosius. Then the Legend of Saint Clement with 
its endless adventures, so unexpected and touching, 
where the whole family, father, mother, and three sons, 
separated by terrible misfortunes, are finally re-united 
in the midst of the most beautiful miracles. 

Her tears would flow at these recitals. She dreamed 
of them at night, she lived, as it were, only in this tragic 
and triumphant world of prodigy, in a supernatural 
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country where all virtues axe recompensed by all 
imaginable joys. 

When Angeliqne partook of her first Oommruiion, it 
seemed as if die were walking, like the saints, a little 
above the earth. She was a young Christian of the 
primitive Church ; she gave herself into the hands of 
Gfod, having learned from her book that she could not 
be saved without grace. 

The Huberts were simple in their profession of faith. 
They went every Sunday to Mass, and to Communion 
on all great fSte-days, and this was done with the 
tranquil humility of true belief, aided a little by tradi- 
tion, as the chasubliers had from father to son always 
observed the Church ceremonies, particularly those at 
Easter. 

Hubert himself had a tendency to imaginative 
fancies. He would at times stop his work and let fall 
his frame to listen to the child as she read or repeated 
the legends, and, carried away for the moment by her 
enthusiasm, it seemed as if his hair were blown about 
by the light breath of some invisible power. He was so 
in sympathy with Angelique, and associated her to such 
a degree with the youthful saints of the past, that he 
wept when he saw her in her white dress and veil. This 
day at church was like a dream, and they returned home 
quite exhausted. Hubertine was obliged to scold them 
both, for, with her excellent commonnaense, she disliked 
exaggeration even in good things. 

From that time she had to restrain the zeal of 
Angelique, especially her tendency to what she thought 
was charity, and to which she wLsJied to devote herself. 
Saint Francis had wedded poverty ; Julien the Chaplain 
I^ad called the poor his superiors ; Gervasius and Protfiia 
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had washed the feet of the most indigent, and Martin 
had divided his cloak with them. So she, following the 
example of Lucy, wished to sell everything that she 
might give. At first she disposed of all her little 
private possessions, then she began to pillage the house. 
But at last she gave without judgment and foolishly. 
One evening, two days after her Confirmation, being 
reprimanded for having thrown from the window several 
articles of underwear to a drunken woman, she had a 
terrible attack of anger like those when she was young ; 
then, overcome by shame, she was really ill and forced 
to keep her bed for a couple of days. 



Y 



THE DREAM 



CHAPTER m 

In the meanwhile, weeks and months went by. Two 
years had passed. Angeliqne was now fourteen years 
of age and quite womanly. When she read the * Golden 
Legend/ she would have a humming in her ears, the 
blood circulated quickly through the blue Veins near her 
temples, and she felt a deep tenderness towards all these 
virgin saints. 

Maidenhood is sister of the angels, the union of all 
good, the overthrow of evil, the domain of faith. It 
gives grace, it is perfection, which has only need to 
show itself to conquer. The action of the Holy Spirit 
rendered Lucy so heavy that a thousand men and five 
pair of oxen could not drag her away from her home. 
An officer who tried to kiss Anastasia was struck blind. 
Under torture, the purity of the virgins is always 
powerful; from their exquisite white limbs, torn by 
instruments, milk flows instead of blood. Ten different 
times the story is told of the young convert who, to 
escape from her &mily, who wish her to marry against 
her will, assumes the garb of a monk, is accused of some 
misdeed, suffers punishment without indicating herself, 
and at last triumphs by announcing her name. Eugenia 
is in this way brought before a judge, whom she re- 
h^Ognises as her father and reveals herself to him. Ex- 
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temally the combat of chastity recommences; always 
the thorns reappear. Thus the wisest saints shrink 
from being tempted. As the world is filled with snares, 
hermits flee to the desert, where they scourge them- 
selves, throw themselves on the snow, or in beds of 
prickly herbs. A solitary monk covers his fingers with 
his mantle, that he may aid his mother in crossing a 
creek. A martyr bound to a stake, being tempted by 
a young girl, bites off his tongue with his teeth and 
spits it at her. All glorify the state of single blessed- 
ness. Alexis, very wealthy and in a high position, 
marries, but leaves his wife at the church-door. One 
weds only to die. Justina, in love with Cyprianus, 
converts him, and they walk together to their punish- 
ment. Cecilia, belqyed by an angel, reveals the secret 
to Valerian on their wedding-day, and he, that he may 
see the spirit, consents to be baptised. He found in 
his room Ceci&k talking with the angel, who held in his 
hand two wreaths of roses, and, giving one to Cecilia 
and one to Valerian, he said, ^ Keep these crowns, like 
your hearts, pure and unspotted.' In many cases it was 
proved that death was stronger than love, and couples 
were united only as a challenge to existence. It was 
said that even the Virgin Mary at times prevented 
betrothals from ending in a marriage. A nobleman, a 
relative of the King of Hungary, renounced his claims 
to a young girl of marvellous beauty on this account. 
'Suddenly our Blessed Lady appeared, and said to him: 
" If I am indeed so beautiful as you have called me, why- 
do you leave me for another ? *' And he became a most 
devout man for the rest of his life.' 

Among all this saintly company, Angelique had har 
preferences^ and there were t^ose whose ezperiencem 
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alive/ And when Aspasien commanded that ^ her throat 
should be cnt by the sword/ she ascended into Paradise 
to be united to her ^ betrothed, whiter and purer than 
silyer-gilt.' 

Always, when weary or disturbed, Angelique called 
upon and implored her, and it seemed as if peace came 
to her at once. She saw her constantly near her, and 
often she regretted haying done or thought of things 
which would have displeased her. 

One evening as she was kissing her hands, a habit 
which she still at times indulged in, she suddenly 
blushed and turned away, although she was quite alone, 
for it seemed as if the little saint must have seen her. 
Agnes was her guardian angel. 

Thus, at fifteen Angelique was an adorable child. 
Certainly, neither the quiet, laborious life, nor the 
soothing shadows of the Cathedral, nor the legends of 
the beautiful saints, had made her an angel, a creature 
of absolute perfection. She was often angry, and certain 
weaknesses of character showed themselves, which had 
never been sufiiciently guarded against; but she was 
always ashamed and penitent if she had done wrong, 
for she wished so much to be perfect. And she was so 
human, so full of life, so ignorant, and withal so pure 
in reality. 

One day, on returning from a long excursion which 
the Huberts allowed her to take twice a year, on Pente- 
cost Monday and on Assumption Day, she took home 
with her a sweetbriar bush, and then amused herself 
by replanting it in the narrow garden. She trimmed 
it and watered it well: it grew and sent out long 
branches, filled with odour. With her usual intensity, 
she watdied it daily, but was unwilling to have it 
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grafted, as she wished to see if, by some miracle, it 
coald not be made to bear roses. Slie danced aronnd 
it, she repeated constantly : ^ This bush is like me ; it is 
like me ! ' And if one joked her upon her great wild- 
rose bnsh, she joined them in their laughter, although a 
UtUe pale, and with tears almost ready to faU. Her 
violet-coloured eyes were softer than ever, her half- 
opened lips revealed little white teeth, and her oval &ce 
had a golden aureole from her light wavy hair. She 
had grown tall without being too slight ; her neck and 
shoulders were exquisitely graceful ; her chest was full, 
her waist flexible ; and gay, healthy, of a rare beauty, 
she had an infinite charm, arising from the innocence 
and purity of her soul. 

Every day the affection of the Huberts for her in- 
creased. They often talked together of their mutual 
wish to adopt her. Yet they took no active measures 
in that way, lest they might have cause to regret it. 
One morning, when the husband announced his final 
decision, his wife suddenly began to weep bitterly. 
To adopt a child P Was not that the same as giving 
up all hope of having one of their own ? Yet it was 
useless for them to expect one now, after so many years 
of waiting, and she gave her consent, in reality delighted 
that she could call her her daughter. When Angeliqae 
was spoken to on the subject, she threw her arms 
around their necks, kissed them both, and was almost 
choked with tears of joy. 

So it was agreed upon that she was always to re- 
main with them in this house, which now seemed to be 
filled with her presence, rejuvenated by her youth, and 
penetrated by her laughter. But an unexpected ob- 
stacle was met with at the first step. The Justice of 
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the Peace, Monsieur Grandsire, on being consnlted, 
explained to them the radical impossibility of adoption, 
since by law the adopted must be ^ of age.' Then, 
seeing their disappointment, he suggested the expe- 
dient of a legal guardianship : any individual over fifty 
years of age can attach to himself a minor of fifteen 
years or less by a legal claim, on becoming their official 
protector. The ages were all right, so they were de- 
lighted, and accepted. It was even arranged that they 
should afterwards confer the title of adoption upon 
tilieir ward by way of their united last will and testa- 
ment, as such a thing would be permitted by the Code. 
Monsieur Grandsire, furnished with the demand of the 
husband and the authorisation of the wife, then put 
himself in communication with the Director of Public 
Aid, the general guardian for all abandoned children, 
whose consent it was necessary to have. Great in- 
quiries were made, and at last the necessary papers 
were placed in Paris, with a certain Justice of the 
Peace chosen for the purpose. And all was ready ex- 
cept the official report which constitutes the legality of 
guardianship, when the Huberts suddenly were taJien 
witji certain scruples. 

Before receiving Angelique into their family, ought 
not they to ascertain if she had any relatives on her 
side? Was her mother still alive? Had they the 
right to dispose of the daughter without being abso- 
lutely sure that she had willingly been given up and 
deserted ? Then, in reality, the unknown origin of the 
cliild, which had troubled them long ago, came back to 
them now and made them hesitate. They were so tor- 
meBsted by this anxiety that they could not sleep. 

^(If^iil^out any more talk, Hubert unexpectedly an« 
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nonnced that he was going to Paris. Sach a joamey 
seemed like a catastrophe in his cakn existence. He 
explained the necessity of it to Angeliqne, by speaking 
of the guardianship. He hoped to arrange everything 
in twenty-fonr hours. But once in the city, days 
passed; obstacles arose on every side. He spent a 
week there, sent from one to another, really doing 
nothing, and quite discouraged. In the first place, he 
was received very coldly at the OflSce of Public Assist- 
ance. The rule of the Administration is that children 
shall not be told of their parents until they are of age. 
So for two mornings in succession he was sent away 
from the office. He persisted, however, explained the 
matter to three secretaries, made himself hoarse in 
talking to an under-officer, who wished to counsel him 
that he had no official papers. The Administration 
were quite ignorant. A nurse had left the child there, 
'Angelique Marie,' without naming the mother. In 
despair he was about to return to Beaumont, when a 
new idea impelled him to return for the fourth time to 
the office, to see the book in which the arrival of the 
infant had been noted down, and in that way to have 
the address of the nurse. That proved to be quite an 
undertaking. But at last he succeeded, and found it 
was a Madame Foucart, and that in 1850 she lived on 
the Bue des Deux-Ecus. 

Then he reconmienced his hunting up and down. 
The end of the Bue des Deux-Ecus had been de- 
molished, and no shopkeeper in the neighbourhood 
recollected ever having heard of Madame Foucart. He 
consulted the directory, but there was no such nam^. 
Looking at every sign as he walked along, he .""^ed 
on one after another, and at last^ in this way^^ \i^ had 
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the good fortiine to find an old woman, who exclaimed, 
in answer to his questions, ^ What ! do I know Madame 
Foucart? A most honourable person, but one who has 
had many misfortunes. She lives on the Bue de Cen- 
sier, quite at the other end of Paris/ He hastened 
there at once. 

Warned by experience, he determined now to be 
diplomatic. But Madame Foucart, an enormous woman, 
would not allow him to ask questions in the good order 
he had arranged them before going there. As soon as 
he mentioned the two names of the child, she seemed 
to be eager to talk, and she related its whole history in 
a most spiteful way, * Ah ! the child was alive ! Very 
well; she might flatter herself that she had for a 
mother a most famous hussy ? Yes, Madame Sidonie, 
as she was called since she became a widow, was a 
woman of a good family, having, it is said, a brother 
who was a minister, but that did not prevent her from 
being very bad.' And she explained that she had 
made her acquaintance when she kept, on the Bue 
Saint-Honor6, a little shop where they dealt in fruit 
and oil from Provence, she and her husband, when 
they came from Plassans, hoping to make their fortune 
in the city. The husband died and was buried, and 
soon after Madame Sidonie had a little daughter, which 
she sent at once to the hospital, and never after even 
inquired for her, as she was ^ a heartless woman, cold 
as a protest and brutal as a sheriff's aid.' A fault 
can be pardoned, but not ingratitude ! Was not it true 
that, obliged to leave her shop as she was so heavily in 
debt, she had been received and cared for by Madame 
Foucart ? And when in her turn she herself had fallen 
into difficulties, she had never been able to obtain from 
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Madame Sidonie, eyen the month's board she owed her, 
nor the fifteen francs she had once lent her. To-day 
the ^hatefbl thing 'lived on the Bue de Fanbonig- 
Poissonnidre, where she had a little apartment of three 
rooms. She pretended to be a cleaner and mender of 
lace, but she sold a good many other things. Ah! 
yes ! such a mother as that it was best to know nothing 
about ! 

An hoar later, Hubert was walking round the house 
where Madame Sidonie lived. He saw through the 
window a woman, thin, pale, coarse-looking, wearing an 
old black gown, stained and greased. Never could the 
heart of such a person be touched by the recollection 
of a daughter whom she had only seen on the day of 
its birth. He concluded it would be best not to repeat, 
even to his wife, many things that he had just learned. 
Still he hesitated. Once more he passed by the place, 
and looked again. Ought not he to go in, to intro- 
duce himself, and to ask the consent of the unnatural 
parent ? As an honest man, it was for him to judge if 
he had the right of cutting the tie there and for ever. 
Brusquely he turned his back, hurried away, and re- 
turned that evening to Beaumont. 

Hubeddne had just learned that the procds^erbal at 
Monsieur Grandsire's, for the guardianship of the child, 
had been signed. And when Angeliqne threw herself 
into Hubert's arms, he saw clearly by the look of sup- 
plication in her eyes, that she had understood the true 
reason of his journey. 

Then he said quietly : * My child, your mother is 
not living.' Angelique wept, as she kissed him most 
affectionately. After this the subject was not referred 
to* She was their daughter. 
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At Whitsuntide, this year, the Huberts had taken 
Angeliqne with them to lunch at the ruins of the 
Ch&teau d'Hautecoeur, which overlooks the Idgneul, 
two leagues below Beaumont ; and, after the day spent 
in running and laughing in the open air, the young 
girl still slept when, the next morning, the old house- 
clock struck eight. 

HubertLue was obliged to go up and rap at her 
door. 

^ Ah, well ! little lazy child ! We have already had 
our breakfast, and it is late.' 

Angelique dressed herself quickly and went down 
to the kitdien, where she took her rolls and coffee 
alone. Then, when she entered the workroom, where 
Hubert and his wife had just seated themselves, after 
having arranged their frames for embroideiy, she 
said: 

' Oh ! how soundly I did sleep ! I had quite for- 
gotten that we had promised to finish this chasuble 
for next Sunday.' 

This workroom, the wiudows of which opened upon 
the garden, was a large apartment, preserved almost en- 
tirely in its original state. The two principal beams of 
the ceiling, and the three visible cross-beams of sup- 
port, had not even been whitewashed, and they were 
blackened by smoke and worm-eaten, while, through 
the openings of the broken plaster, here and there, the 
laths of the inner joists could be seen. On one of the 
stone corbels, which supported the beams, was the date 
1463, without doubt the date of the construction of 
the building. The chimney-piece, also in stone, l^roken 
and disjointed, had traces of its original elegance, with 
its slender uprights, its brackets, its frieze with a 
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cornice, and its basket-shaped fnnnel terminating in a 
crown. On the Meze coald be seen even now, as if 
softened by age, an ingenious attempt at scnlptore, in 
the way of a likeness of Saint Clair, the patron of 
embroiderers. But this chimney was no longer used, 
and the fireplace had been turned into an open closet 
by putting shelves therein, on which were piles of de- 
signs and patterns. The room was now heated by a 
great bell-shaped cast-iron stove, the pipe of which, 
after going the whole length of the ceiling, entered an 
opening made expressly for it in the wall. The doors, 
already shaky, were of the time of Louis XTV. The 
original tiles of the floor were nearly all gone, and had 
been replaced, one by one, by those of a later style. It 
was nearly a hundred years since the yellow walls had 
been coloured, and at the top of the room they were 
almost of a greyish white, and, lower down, were 
scratched and spotted with saltpetre. Each year there 
was talk of repainting them, but nothing had yet been 
done, from a dislike of making any change. 

Hubertine, busy at her work, raised her head as 
Angelique spoke and said : 

^ You know that if our work is done on Sunday, 
I have promised to give you a basket of pansies for 
your garden.' 

The young girl exclaimed gaily : ^ Oh, yes ! that is 
true. Ah, well I I will do my best then ! But where 
is my thimble ? It seems as if all working implements 
take to themselves wings and fly away, if not in con- 
stant use.' 

She slipped the old doigtier of ivory on the second 
joint of her little finger, and took her place on the other 
side of the frame, opposite to the window. 
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Since tiie middle of the last century there had not 
been the slightest modification in the fittings and 
arrangements of the workroom. Fashions changed, the 
art of the embroiderer was transformed, bnt there was 
still seen &8tened to the wall the chantlate, the great 
piece of wood where was placed one end of the frame 
or work, while the other end was supported by a mov- 
able trestle. In the comers were many ancient tools — 
a little machine called a ' diligent/ with its wheels and 
its long pins, to wind the gold thread on the reels with- 
out touching it ; a hand spinning-wheel ; a species of 
pulley to twist the threads which were attached to the 
wall; rollers of yarious sizes covered with silks and 
threads used in the crochet embroidery. Upon a shelf 
was spread out an old collection of punches for the 
spangles, and there was also to be seen a valuable relic, 
in the shape of the classic chandelier in hammered 
brass which belonged to some ancient master-work- 
man. On the rings of a rack made of a nailed leather 
strap were hung awls, mallets, hammers, irons to cut 
the vellum, and roughing chisels of bogwood, which 
were used to smooth the threads as fast as they were 
employed. And yet again, at the foot of the heavy 
oaken table on which the cutting-out was done, was a 
great winder, whose two movable reels of wicker held 
the skeins. Long chains of spools of bright-coloured 
silks strung on cords were hung near the case of 
drawers. On the floor was a large basket filled with 
empty bobbins. A pair of great shears rested on the 
straw seat of one of the chairs, and a ball of cord had 
just feUen on the floor, half unwound. 

* Oh I what lovely weather ! What perfect weather ! ' 
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oontinaed Angeliqne. * It is a pleasure simply to live 
and to breathe.' 

And before stooping to apply herself to her work, 
she delayed another moment before the open window, 
through which entered all the beauty of a radiant May 
morning. 
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CHAPTER IV 

The siin shone brightly on the roof of the Cathedral, a 
fresh odonr of lilacs came up from the bashes in the 
garden of the Bishop. Angeliqne smiled, as she stood 
there, dazzled, and as if bathed in the springtide. 
Then, starting as if suddenly awakened from sleep, she 
said : 

* Father, I have no more gold thread for my work.' 
Hubert, who had just finished pricking the tracing 

of the pattern of a cope, went to get a skein from the 
case of drawers, cut it, tapered off the two ends by 
scratching the gold which covered the silk, and he 
brought it to her rolled up in parchment. 
^ Is that all you need ? ' 

* Yes, thanks.' 

With a quick glance she had assured herself that 
nothing more was wanting ; the needles were supplied 
with the different golds, the red, the green, and the 
blue; there were spools of every shade of silk; the 
spangles were ready; and the twisted wires for the 
gold lace were in the crovm of a hat which served as a 
box, with the long fine needles, the steel pincers, the 
thimbles, the scissors, and the ball of wax. All these 
were on the frame even, or on the material stretched 
therein, which was protected by a thick brown paper. 

B 2 
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She had threaded a needle with the gold thread. 
Bat at the first stitch it broke, and she was obliged to 
thread it again, breaking off tiny bits of the gold, which 
she threw immediately into the pasteboard waste-basket 
which was near her. 

^ Now at last I am ready,' she said, as she finished 
her first stitch. 

Perfect silence followed. Hubert was preparing to 
stretch some material on another frame. He had 
placed the two heavy ends on the chantlate and the 
trestle directly opposite in such a way as to take 
lengthwise the red silk of the cope, the breadths of 
which Hubertine had just stitched together, and fitting 
the laths into the mortice of the beams, he fastened 
them with four little nails. Then, after smoothing the 
material many times from right to left, he finished 
stretching it and tacked on the nails. To assure him- 
self that it was thoroughly tight and firm, he tapped on 
the cloth with his fingers and it sounded like a drum. 

Angelique had become a most skilftil worker, and 
the Huberts were astonished at her cleverness and taste. 
In addition to what they had taught her, she carried 
into all she did her personal enthusiasm, which gave 
life to flowers and faith to symbols. Under her hands, 
silk and gold seemed animated ; the smaller ornaments 
were full of mystic meaning ; she gave herself up to it 
entirely, with her imagination constantly active and her 
firm belief in the infinitude of the invisible world. 

The Diocese of Beaumont had been so charmed with 
certain pieces of her embroidery, that a clergyman who 
was an archaeologist, and another who was an admirer 
of pictures, had come to see her, and were in raptures 
before her Virgins, which they compared to the simple. 
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gracions figares of the earliest masters. There was the 
same sincerity, the same sentiment of the beyond, as if 
encircled in the minatest perfection of detail. She had 
the real gift of design, a miraculous one indeed, which, 
without a teacher, with nothing but her evening studies 
by lamplight, enabled her often to correct her models, 
to deviate entirely from them, and to follow her own 
fancies, creating beautiful things with the point of her 
needle. So the Huberts, who had always insisted that 
a thorough knowledge of the science of drawing was 
necessary to make a good embroiderer, were obliged to 
yield before her, notwithstanding their long experience. 
And, little by little, they modestly withdrew into the 
background, becoming simply her aids, surrendering to 
her all the most elaborate work, the under part of 
jhich they prepared for her. 

From one end of the year to the other, what bril- 
liant and sacred marvels passed through her hands ! 
Kiie was always occupied with silks, satins, velvets, or 
cloths of gold or silver. She embroidered chasubles, 
stoles, maniples, copes, dalmatics, mitres, banners, and 
veils for the chalice and the pyx. But, above all, their 
orders for chasubles never failed, and they worked con- 
stantly at those vestments, with their five colours : the 
white, for Confessors and Virgins; the red, for Apostles 
and Martyrs ; the black, for the days of fasting and for 
the dead ; the violet, for the Innocents ; and the green, 
for fSte-days. Gold was also often used in place of 
white or of green. The same symbols were always in 
the centre of the Cross : the monograms of Jesus and 
of the Virgin Mary, the triangle surrounded with rays, 
the lamb, the pelican, the dove, a chalice, a monstrance, 
and a bleeding heart pierced with thorns ; while higher 
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up and on the arms were designs, or flowers, all the 
ornamentation being in the andent style, and all the 
flora in large blossoms, like anemones, tulips, peonies, 
pomegranates, or hortensias. No season passed in 
which she did not remake the grapes and ihoms sym- 
bolic, patting silver on black, and gold on red. For 
the most costly vestments, she varied the pictnres of 
the heads of saints, having, as a central design, the 
Annunciation, the Last Supper, or the Cmcifizion. 
Bometimes the orfreys were worked on the original 
material itself; at others, she applied bands of silk or 
satin on brocades of gold cloth, or of velvet. And all 
this efflorescence of sacred splendour was created, little 
by little, by her defb fingers. At this moment the 
vestment on which Angelique was at work was a chasu- 
ble of white satin, the cross of which was made by a 
sheaf of golden lilies intertwined with bright roses, in 
various shades of silk. In the centre, in a wreath of 
little roses of dead gold, was the monogram of the 
Blessed Virgin, in red and green gold, with a great 
variety of ornaments. 

For an hour, during which she skilfully finished the 
little roses, the silence had not been broken even by a 
single word. But her thread broke again, and she re- 
threaded her needle by feeling carefully under the 
frame, as only an adroit person can do. Then, as she 
raised her head, she again inhaled with satisfaction the 
pure, fresh air that came in from the garden. 

• Ah ! • she said softly, * how beautiful it was yester- 
day I The sunshine is sJways perfect.' 

Hubertine shook her head as she stopped to wax 
her thread. 

^Asfor me^ I am so wearied, it seems as if I had no 
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arms, and it tires me to work. Bat that is not strange, 
for I so seldom go out, and am no longer young and 
strong, as jou are at sixteen/ 

Angelique had reseated herself and resumed her 
work. She prepared the lilies by sewing bits of vellum 
on certain places that had been marked, so as to give 
them relief, but the flowers themselves were not to be 
made until later, for fear the gold be tarnished were 
the hands moved much over it. 

Hubert, who, having finished arranging the material 
in its frame, was about drawing with pumice the pattern 
of the cope, joined in the conversation and said : ^ These 
first warm days of spring are sure to give me a terrible 
headache.' 

Angelique's eyes seemed to be vaguely lost in the 
rays which now fell upon one of the flying buttresses of 
the church, as she dreamily added : ' Oh no, father, I 
do not think so. One day in the lively air, like yester- 
day, does me a world of good.' 

Having finished the little golden leaves, she began 
one of the large roses, near the lilies. Already she had 
tbreaded several needles with the silks required, and 
she embroidered in stitches varying in length, accord- 
ing to the natural position and movement of the petals, 
and notwithstanding the extreme delicacy and absorb- 
ing nature of this work, the recollections of the previous 
day, which she lived over again in thought and in 
silence, now came to her lips, and crowded so closely 
upon each other that she no longer tried to keep them 
back. So she talked of their setting out upon their 
expedition, of the beautiful fields they crossed, of their 
lunch over there in the ruins of Hautecoeur, upon the 
flagstones of a little room whose tumbledown walla 
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towered far above the Ligneni, which rolled gently 
among the willows fifty yards below them. 

She was enthusiastic over these cmmbling ruins, 
and the scattered blocks of stone among the brambles, 
which showed how enormous the colossal structure must 
have been as, when first built, it commanded the two 
valleys. The donjon remained, nearly two hundred 
feet in height, discoloured, cracked, but nevertheless 
firm, upon its foundation pillars fifteen feet thick. Two 
of its towers had also resisted the attacks of Time — 
that of Charlemagne and that of David — united by a 
heavy wall almost intact. In the interior, the chapel, 
the court-room, and certain chambers were still easily 
recognised; and all this appeared to have been built 
by giants, for the steps of the stairways, the sills of the 
windows, and the benches on the terraces, were all on a 
scale far out of proportion for the generation of to-day. 
It was, in feet, quite a little fortified ciiy. Five hun- 
dred men could have sustained there a siege of thirty 
months without suffering from want of ammunition or 
of provisions. For two centuries the bricks of the 
lowest story had been disjointed by the wild roses; 
lilacs and laburnums covered with blossoms the rubbish 
of the fallen ceilings ; a plane-tree had even grown up 
in the fireplace of the guardroom. But when, at sunset, 
the outline of the donjon cast its long shadow over 
three leagues of cultivated ground, and the colossal 
Ch&teau seemed to be rebuilt in the evening mists, one 
still felt the great strength, and the old sovereignty, 
which had made of it so impregnable a fortress that 
even the kings of France trembled before it. 

^ And I am sure,' continued Angelique, ^ that it ia 
inhabited by the souls of the dead, who return at night. 
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All kinds of noises are heard there ; in every direction 
are monsters who look at yon, and when I tamed 
ronnd as we were coming away, I saw great white 
figures fluttering above the wall. But, mother, you 
know all the history of the castle, do you not? ' 

Hubertine replied, as she smiled in an amused 
way : ' Oh ! as for ghosts, I have never seen any of 
them myself/ 

But in reality, she remembered perfectly the his- 
tory, which she had read long ago, and to satisfy the 
eager questionings of the young girl, she was obliged 
to relate it over agam. 

The land belonged to the Bishopric of Bheims, 
since the days of Saint Bemi, who had received it 
firom Glovis. 

An archbishop, Severin, in the early years of the 
tenth century, had erected at Hautecoeur a fortress to 
defend the country against the Normans, who were 
coming up the river Oise, into which the ligneul flows. 

In the following century a successor of Severin 
gave it in fief to Norbert, a younger son of the house 
of Normandy, in consideration of an annual quit- 
rent of sixty sous, and on the condition that the city 
of Beaumont and its church should remain free and 
unincumbered. It was in this way that Norbert I. be- 
came the head of the Marquesses of Hautecoeur, whose 
famous line from that date became so well known in 
history. Herv6 lY., excommunicated twice for his 
robbery of ecclesiastical property, became a noted high- 
wayman, who killed, on a certain occasion, with his own 
hands, thirty citizens, and his tower was razed to the 
ground by Louis le Gros, against whom he had dared to 
declare war. Baoul I., who went to the Crusades with 
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FbOqi AngnstiUy pmslied before Sainfe Jean d'Aore, 
baraig been pierced tlmmgh the heart by a lance. But 
the meet illiutrioiis of the race was John V^ the Great^ 
who, in 1225, rebuilt the fortrees, finiwhing in leas than 
fiye years this formidable Chdtean of HaoteccBiir, nnder 
whoae shelter he, for a moment, dreamed of aspiring to 
the throne of France, and after having escaped ficom 
being kOled in twenty battles, he at last died quietly in 
his bed, brother-in-law to the King of Scotland, llien 
came Felician m., who made a pilgrimage to Jerusalem 
barefooted ; Herv6 Vll., who asserted his claims to the 
throne of Scotland ; and still many others, noble and 
powerfnl in their day and generation^ down to Jean 
IX., who, nnder Mazarin, had the grief of assisting at 
the dismantling of the castle. After a desperate siege, 
the Tanlts of the towers and of the donjon were blown 
np with powder, and the different constmctions were 
set on fire ; where Charles YI. had been sent to rest^ 
and to torn his attention firom his vagaries, and where, 
nearly two hundred years later, Henri IV. had passed a 
week as Oabrielle D^tress. Thenceforth, all these 
roya). souvenirs had passed into oblivion. 

Angeliqne, without stopping the movement of hw 
needle, listened eagerly, as if the vision of these past 
grandeurs rose up from her frame, m proportion as the 
rose grew there in its delicate life of colour. Her 
ignorance of general history enlarged &cts, and she 
received them as if they were the basis of a marvellous 
legend. She trembled with delight, and, transported 
by her faith, it seemed as if the reconstructed Ch&teau 
mounted to the very gates of heaven, and the Haute- 
ocBurs were cousins to the Virgin Mary. 

When there was a pause in the recital she asked. 
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* I0 not our new Bishop, Monseigneor d'Hantecceur, a 
descendant of this noted family ? ' 

Habertine replied that Monseignenrmnst belong to 
the younger branch of the family, as the elder branch 
had been extinct for a very long time. It was, indeed, 
a most singular return, as for centuries the Marquesses 
of Hautec(Bur and the clergy of Beaumont had been 
hostile to each other. Towards 1150 an abbot under- 
took to build a church, with no other resources than 
those of his Order ; so his funds soon gave out, when 
the edifice was no higher than the arches of the 
side chapels, and they were obliged to cover the nave 
with a wooden roof. Eighty years passed, and Jean V. 
came to rebuild the Oh&teau, when he gave three hun- 
dred thousand pounds, which, added to other sums, 
enabled the work on the church to be continued. The 
nave was finished, but the two towers and the great 
front were terminated much later, towards 1430, in the 
full fifteenth century. To recompense Jean V. for his 
liberality, tilie clergy accorded to him, for himself and 
his descendants, the right of burial in a chapel of the 
apse, consecrated to St. Oeorge, and which, since that 
time, had been called the Chapel Hautecoeur. But 
these good terms were not of long duration. The free- 
dom of Beaumont was put in constant peril by the 
Ghftteau, and there were continual hostilities on the 
questions of tribute and of precedence. One especially, 
the right of paying toll, which the nobles demanded 
for the navigation of the Ligneul, perpetuated the 
quarrels. Then it was that the great prosperity of the 
k>wer town began, with its manufacturing of fine linen 
and lace, and from this epoch the fortune of Beaumont 
incijeaBed daily, while that of Hautecoeur diminished, 
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until the time wben the castle was dismantled and the 
church triumphed. Louis AIY. made of it a cathedral, 
a bishop's palace was built in the old enclosure of the 
monks, and, by a singular chain of circumstances, to- 
day a member of the fiskmily of Hautecoeur had re- 
turned as a bishop to command the clergy, who, always 
powerful, had conquered his ancestors, after a contest of 
four hundred years. 

^But/ said Angelique, 'Monseigneur has been 
married, and has not he a son at least twenty years of 
age?* 

Hubertine had taken up the shears to remodel one 
of the pieces of vellum. 

' Yes,' she replied, ^ the Abbot Comille told me the 
whole story, and it is a very sad history. When but 
twenty years of age, Monseigneur was a captain under 
Charles X. In 1830, when only four-and-twenty, he 
resigned his position in the army, and it is said that 
from that time until he was forty years of age he led 
an adventurous life, travelling everywhere and having 
many strange experiences. At last, one evening, he 
met, at the house of a friend in the country, the 
daughter of the Count de Yalencay, Mademoiselle 
Pauline, very wealthy, marvellously beautiful, and 
scarcely nineteen years of age, twenty-two years 
younger than himself. He fell violently in love with 
her, and, as she returned his affection, there was no 
reason why the marriage should not take place at 
once. He then bought the ruins of Hautecoeur for a 
mere song — ten thousand francs, I believe — with the 
intention of repairing the Ch&teau and installing his 
wife therein when all would be in order and in readi- 
ness to receive her. In the meanwhile they went to 
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live on one of his family estates in Anjoa, scarcely see-* 
ing any of their friends, and finding in their nnited 
happiness the days all too short. But, alas ! at the end 
of a year Pauline had a son and died. 

Hubert, who was still occupied with marking out 
his pattern, raised his head, showing a very pale face as 
he said in a low voice : * Oh ! the unhappy man ! ' 

^ It was said that he himself almost died from his 
great grief/ continued Hubertine. ^At all events, 
a fortnight later he entered into holy Orders, and 
soon became a priest. That was twenty years ago, 
and now he is a bishop. But I have also been told 
that during all this time he has refused to see his 
son, the child whose birth cost the life of its mother. 
He had placed him with an uncle of his wife's, 
an old abbot, not wishing even to hear of him, and 
trying to forget his existence. One day a picture of 
the boy was sent him, but in looking at it he found so 
strong a resemblance to his beloved dead that he fell on 
the floor unconscious and stiff, as if he had received a 
blow from a hammer. . • • Now age and prayer have 
helped to soften his deep grief, for yesterday the good 
Father Comille told me that Monseigneur had just 
decided to send for his son to come to him.' 

Angelique, having finished her rose, so fresh and 
natural that a perfume seemed to be exhaled from it, 
looked again through the window into the sunny 
garden, and, as if in a reverie, she said in a low voice : 
* The son of Monseigneur ! ' 

Hubertine continued her story. 

^ It seems that the young man is handsome as a 
god, and his father wished him to be educated for the 
priesthood. But the old abbot would not consent to 
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that, saying that the youth had not the slightest incli- 
nation in that direction. And then, to crown all, his 
wealth, it is said, is enormous. Two million pounds 
sterling ! Yes, indeed ! His mother left him a tenth 
of that sum, which was invested in land in Paris, where 
the increase in the price of real estate has been so 
great, that to day it represents fifty millions of francs. 
In short, rich as a king ! ' 

'Rich as a king, beantifal as a god!* repeated 
Angelique unconsciously, in her dreamy voice. 

And with one hand she mechanically took from the 
frame a bobbin wound with gold thread, in order to 
make the open-work centre of one of the large lilies. 
After having loosened the end from the point of the 
reel, she festened it with a double stitch of sUk to the 
edge of the vellum which was to give a thickness to 
the embroidery. Then, continuing her work, she said 
again, without finishing her thought, which seemed lost 
in the vagueness of its desire, ^ Oh ! as for me, what I 
would like, that which I would like above all else ^ 

The silence fell again, deep and profound, broken 
only by the dull sound of chanting which came from 
the church. Hubert arranged his design by repassing 
with a little brush all the perforated lines of the draw- 
ing, and thus the ornamentation of the cope appeared 
in white on the red sUk. It was he who first resumed 
speaking. 

^ Ah ! those ancient days were magnificent! Noble- 
men then wore costumes weighted with embroidery. At 
Lyons, material was sometimes sold for as much as six 
hundred francs an ell. One ought to read the by-laws 
and regulations of the Guild of Master Workmen, 
where it is laid down that '' The embroiderers of the 
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JSing have always the right to smnmon, by armed 
force if necessary, the workmen of other masters.'' • • • 
And then we had coats of arms, too ! Aznre, a fesse 
engrailed or, between three flenrs-de-lys of the same, 
two of them being near the top and tile third in the 
point. Ah ! it was indeed beautifhl in the days of long 
ago!' 

He stopped a moment, tapping the frame with his 
fingers to shake off the diist. Then he continned : 

' At Beanmont they still have a legend about the 
Hautecoenrs, which my mother often related to me 
when I was a child. . . • A frightful plague ravaged the 
town, and half of the inhabitants had already fallen 
victims to it, when Jean Y., he who had rebuilt the 
fortress, perceived that God had given him the power 
to contend against the scourge. Then he went on foot 
to the houses of the sick, fell on his knees, kissed them, 
and as soon as his lips had touched them, while he said, 
^^ If God is willing, I wish it," the sufferers were healed. 
And lo ! that is why these words have remained the 
device of the Hautecoeurs, who all have since that day 
been able to cure the plague. . • . Ah I what a proud 
race of men ! A noble dynasty ! Monseigneur him- 
self is called Jean XTT., and the first name of his son 
must also be followed by a number, like that of a 
prince.' 

He stopped. Each one of his words lulled and pro- 
longed the reverie of Angelique. She continued, in a 
half-singing tone : ^Oh! what I wish for myself! That 
which I would like above all else ' 

Holding the bobbin, without touching the thread, 
she twisted the gold by moving it from left to right 
alternately on the vellum, fastening it at each turn with 
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a stitch in silk. Little by little the great golden lily 
blossomed oat. 

Soon she continued : ^ Yes, what I would like above 
all would be to marry a prince — a prince whom I had 
never seen ; who would come towards sunset, just before 
the waning daylight, and would take me by the hand 
and lead me to his palace. And I should wish him to 
be very handsome, as well as very rich ! Yes, the most 
beautiful and the wealthiest man that had ever been 
seen on the earth ! He should have superb horses that 
I could hear neighing under my windows, and jewels 
which he would pour in streams into my lap, and gold 
that would fall from my hands in a deluge when I 
opened them. And what I wish still further is, that 
this prince of mine should love me to distraction, so 
that I might also love him desperately. We would 
then remain very young, very good, and very noble, for 
ever ! * 

Hubert, leaving his work, had approached her 
smilingly ; whilst Hubertine, in a friendly way, shook 
her finger at the young girl. 

' Oh, what a vain little creature ! Ah ! ambitious 
child, you are quite incorrigible. Now, you are quite 
beside yourself with your need of being a queen. At 
all events such a dream is much better than to steal 
sugar and to be impertinent. But really, you must not 
indulge in such fancies. It is the Evil One who prompts 
them, and it is pride that speaks, as well as passion.' 

Gay and candid, Angelique looked her in the face as 
she said: 'But mother, mother mine, what are you 
saying ? Is it, then, a sin to love that which is rich 
and beautiful ? I love it because it is rich and beautifal, 
and so cheers my heart and soul. A beautifal object 
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briglitens eyeiything that is near it, and helps one to 
live, as the sun does. Yon know very well that I am 
not selfish. Money ? Oh ! yon would see what a good 
use I would make of it, if only I had it in abundance ! 
I would rain it over the town; it should be scattered 
among the miserable. Think what a blessmg it would 
be to have no more poverty ! In the first place, as for 
you and my father, I would give you everything. You 
should be dressed in robes and garments of brocades, 
like the lords and ladies of the olden time.' 

Hubertine shrugged her shoulders and smiled. *It 
is ridiculous,' she said. ' But, my dear child, you must 
remember that you are poor,^and that you have not a 
penny for your marriage-portion. How can you, then, 
for a moment dream of a prince ? Are you, then, so 
desirous to marry a prince ? ' 

^ Why should not I wish to marry such a man?' 
And she looked quite amazed, as she continued: ^Many 
him ? Of course I would do so. Since he would have 
plenty of money, what difference would it make if I had 
none ? I should owe everything to him, and on that 
very account I should love him all the more deeply.' 

This victorious reasoning enchanted Hubert, who 
seemed carried above the earth by Angelique's enthu- 
siasm. He would willingly have accompanied her on 
the wings of a cloud to the regions of fancy* 

^ She is right,' he exclaimed. 

But his wife glanced at him reprovingly. She 
became quite stem. 

' My child, you will think differently later oUi when 
you know life better.' 

' life ? — ^but I know it already.' 

* How is it possible for you to knowitP Ton are 
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too young ; yon are ignorant of evil. Yet evil exists 
and is very powerfhl.' 

«Evil— evil?' 

Angeliqne repeated the word very slowly, as if to 
penetrate its meaning. And in her pure eyes was a look 
of innocent surprise. Evil? She knew all abont it, 
for she had read of it in the ' Gk)lden Legend/ Was 
not evil Satan himself? And had not she seen how, al- 
though he constantly reappeared, he was always over- 
thrown? After every battle he remained crashed to 
earth, thoroughly conquered, and in a most pitiable 
state. 

' Evil ? Ah, mother mine, if you knew how little 1 
fear it ! It is only necessary once to conquer it, and 
afterwards life is all happiness.' 

Hubertine appeared troubled and looked anxious. 

^ You will make me almost regret having brought you 
up in this house, alone with us two, and away from the 
world as it were. I am really afiraid that some day we 
shall regret having kept you in such complete ignorance 
of the realities of life. What Paradise are you looking 
for ? What is your idea of the world ? ' 

A look of hope brightened the face of the young girl, 
while, bending forward, she still moved the bobbin back 
and forth with a continuous, even motion* 

*You then really think, mother, that I am very 
foolish, do you not ? This world is full of brave people. 
When one is honest and industrious, one is always 
rewarded. I know also that there are some bad people, 
but they do not count. We do not associate with them, 
and they are soon punished for their misdeeds. And 
then, you see, as for the world, it produces on me, from 
a distance, the effect of a great garden ; yes, of an im« 
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mense park, all filled with flowers and witii gnnehme. 
It is such a blessing to live, and life is so sweet that it 
cannot be bad.' 

She grew excited, as if intoxicated by the brightr- 
ness of the silks and the gold threads she manipulated 
so well with her skilful fingers. 

* Happiness is a very simple thing. Wo are happy, 
are we not ? All three of us ? And why ? Simply 
because we love each other. Then, after all, it is no 
more difficult than that; it is only necessary to love 
and to be loved. So, you see, when the one I expect 
really comes, we shall recognise each other immediately. 
It is true I have not yet seen him, but I know exactly 
what he ought to be. He will enter here and will say : 
" I have come in search of you." And I shall reply : 
" I expected you, and will go with you." He will take 
me with him, and our future will be at once decided 
upon. He will go into a palace, where all the furniture 
will be of gold, encrusted in diamonds. Oh, it is all 
very simple ! ' 

* You are crazy ; so do not talk any more,' inter- 
rupted Hubertine, coldly. 

And seeing that the young girl was still excited, and 
ready to continue to indulge in her fancies, she con- 
tinued to reprove her. 

* I beg you to say no more, for you absolutely make 
me tremble. Unhappy child! when we really marry 
you to some poor mortal you will be crushed, as you 
fall to earth from these heights of the imagination. 
Happiness, for the greater part of the world, consists in 
humility and obedience/ 

Angelique continued to smile with an almost obsti* 
sate tranquillity. 

t % 
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' I expect him, and lie will oome/ 

* But she is right/ exclaimed Hubert, again carried 
away by her enthusiasm. * Why need you scold her? 
She is certainly pretty, and dainty enough for a king. 
Stranger things than that have happened, and who 
knows what may come ? ' 

Sadly Hubertine looked at him with her calm eyes. 

* Do not encourage her to do wrong, my dear. You 
know, better than anyone, what it costs to follow too 
much the impulses of one*s heart.' 

He turned deadly pale, and great tears came to 
the edge of his eyelids. She immediately repented of 
having reproved him, and rose to offer him her hands. 
But gently disengaging himself, he said, stammer* 
ingly: 

^ No, no, my dear ; I was wrong. Angelique, do 
you understand me ? You must always listen to your 
mother. She alone is wise, and we are both of us very 
foolish. I am wrong ; yes, I acknowledge it.' 

Too disturbed to sit down, leaving the cope upon 
which he had been working, he occupied himself in 
pasting a banner that was finished, although still in its 
frame. After having taken the pot of Flemish glue 
from the chest of drawers, he moistened with a brush 
the underside of the material, to make the embroidery 
firmer. His lips still trembled, and he remained 
quiet. 

But if Angelique, in her obedience, was also still, 
she allowed her thoughts ta follow their course, and her 
&ncies mounted higher and still higher. She showed 
it in eveiy feature — ^inher mouth, that ecstasy had half ^ 
opened, as well as in her eyes, where the infinite depth 
of her visions seemed reflected. Now, this dream of a 
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poor girl, she wove it into the golden embroidery. It 
was for this unknown hero that, little by little, there 
seemed to grow on the white satin the beautiful great 
lilies, and the roses, and the monogram of the Blessed 
Virgin. The stems of the lilies had all the gracious 
pointings of a jet of light, whilst the long slender 
leaves, made of spangles, each one being sewed on with 
gold twist, fell in a shower of stars. In the centre, the 
initials of Mary were like the dazzling of a relief in 
massive gold, a marvellous blending of lacework and of 
embossing, or goffering, which burnt like the glory of a 
tabernacle in the mystic fire of its rays. And the roses 
of delicately-coloured silks seemed real, and the whole 
chasuble was resplendent in its whiteness of satin, which 
appeared covered almost miraculously with its golden 
blossoms. 

After a long silence, Angelique, whose cheeks were 
flushed by the blood which mounted into them from her 
excitement, raised her head, and, looking at Hubertine, 
said again, a little maliciously : 

^ I expect him, and he will come.' 

It was absurd for her thus to give loose reins to her 
imagination. But she was wilfdl. She was convinced 
in her own mind that everything would come to pass, 
eventually, as she wished it might. Nothing could 
weaken her happy conviction. 

^ Mother,' she added, ' why do you not believe me, 
since I assure you it must be as I say ? ' 

Hubertine shrugged her shoulders, and concluded 
the best thing for her to do was to tease her. 

* But I thought, my child, that you never intended 
being married. Your saints, who seem to have turned 
your head, they led single lives. Bather than do others- 
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wise they converted their lovers, ran away fix>m their 
homes, and were put to death/ 

The yoang girl listened and was confused. But 
soon she laughed merrily. Her perfect health, and all 
her love of life, rang out in this sonorous gaiety. * The 
histories of the saints ! But that was ages ago ! Times 
have entirely changed since then. God having so com- 
pletely triumphed, no longer demands that anyone should 
die for Him.* 

When reading the Legend, it was the marvels 
which fascinated her, not the contempt of the world 
and the desire for death. She added : ' Most certainly 
I expect to be married ; to love and to be loved, and 
thus be very happy.' 

' Be careful, my dear/ said Hubertine, continuing 
to tease her. 'You will make your guu*dian angel. 
Saint Agnes, weep. Do not you know that she refused 
the son of the Governor, and preferred to die, that she 
triight be wedded to J^esus ? * 

The great clock of the belfry began to strike ; num- 
bers of sparrows flew down from an enormous ivy-plant 
which framed one of the windows of the apse. In the 
workroom, Hubert, still silent, had just hung up the 
banner, moist from the glue, that it might dry, on one 
of the great iron hooks fastened to the wall. 

The sun in the course of the morning had lightened 
up different parts of the room, and now it shone brightly 
upon the old tools — ^the diligent, the wicker winder, and 
the brass chandelier — and as its rays fell upon the two 
workers, the frame at which they were seated seemed 
almost on fire, with its bands polished by use, and with 
the various objects placed upon it, the reels of gold cord, 
the spangles, and the bobbins of silk. 
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Theiiy in this soft, charming air of spring, Angel"* 
iqne looked at the beautiful symbolic lily she had just 
finished. Opening wide her ingennons eyes, she repHed, 
with an air of confiding happiness, to Hubertine's last 
remark in regard to the child-martyr. Saint Agnes : 

^Ah, yes! But it was Jesus who wished it to 
He so.' 
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CHAPTBB V 

NoTwrrHSTAKDiNa her thoroughly cheerfnl nature, 
Angeliqne liked solitude; and it was to her the 
greatest of recreations to be alone in her room, morn- 
ing and evening. There she gave herself np to her 
thoughts ; there she indulged to the full scope in her 
most joyous fancies. Sometimes even during the day, 
when she could go there for a moment, she was as 
happy as if, in fall freedom, she had committed some 
childish prank. ^ 

The chamber was veiy large, taking in at least half 
of the upper story, the other half being the garret. 
It was whitewashed everywhere; not only the walls 
and the beams, but the joists, even to the visible cop- 
ings of the mansard part of the roof; and in this bare 
whiteness, the old oaken furniture seemed ahnost as 
black as ebony. At the time of the decoration of the 
sleeping-room below, and the improvements made in 
the parlour, the ancient furniture, which had been 
bought at various epochs, had been carried upstairs. 
There was a great carved chest of the Benaissance 
period, a table and chairs which dated from the reign 
of Louis Xin., an enormous bedstead, style Louis XIV., 
and a very handsome wardrobe, Louis XY. Li the 
middle of these venerable old things a white porcelain 



r 



?.^/?ir 












FNox 



N04 



^'^t 



THE DREAM n 

tiling in it 80 astonished her and affected her senses in 
BO nnusual a way ? Or, rather, was not she herself so 
changed that, for the first time, she appreciated the 
beauty of the coming into life of trees and plants ? 

Bnt the Cathedral at her right, the enormous mass 
which obstructed the sky, surprised her yet more. 

^ Each morning she seemed to see it for the first time ; 

\ ^ she made constant discoveries in it, and was delighted 
^ to think that these old stones lived and had lived like 
herself. She did not reason at all on the subject, she 
very little knowledge, but she gave herself up to 
mystic flight of the giant, whose coming into ex- 
Bnce had demanded three centuries of time, and 
wheV® ^^^ placed one above the other the faith and the 
beli^ of generations. At the foundation, it was kneel- 
ing aH if crushed by prayer, with the Eomanesque 
chapels\of the nave, and with the round arched win- 
dows, plalpj imomamented, except by slender columns 
under thJ) archivolts. Then it seemed to rise, lifting 
its face a\d hands towards heaven, with the pointed 
windows oil its nave, buUt eighty years later ; high, 
delicate windows, divided by mullions on which were 
broken bows^^nd roses. Then again it sprung from the 
earth as if in^ ecstasy, erect, with the piers and flying 
buttresses of tn^ choir finished and ornamented two 
centuries after inHhe fullest flamboyant Gothic, charged 
with its bell-turrets, spires, and pinnacles. A balus- 
trade had been addd4j ornamented with trefoils, border- 
ing the terrace on the\chapels of the apse. Gargoyles 
at the foot of the flying buttresses carried off the water 
from the roofs. The tofp was also decorated with 
flowery emblems. The wlSiole edifice seemed to burst 
into blossom in proportion as it approached the sky in 
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a continual upward flight, as if, relieved at being de- 
livered from the ancient sacerdotal terror, it was about 
to lose itself in the bosom of a God of pardon and of 
love. It seemed to have a physical sensation which 
permeated it, made it light and happy, like a sacred 
hymn it had just heard sung, very pure and holy, as it 
passed into the upper air. 

Moreover, the Cathedral was alive. Hundreds of 
swallows had constructed their nests under the borders 
of trefoil, and even in the hollows of the bell-turrets and 
the pinnacles, and they were continually brushing their 
wings against the flying buttresses and the piers which 
they inhabited. There were also the wood-pigeons /* 
the elms in the Bishop's garden, who held themself^ 
up proudly on the borders of the terraces, going slo'^y» 
as if walking merely to show themselves off. gSdme- 
times, half lost in the blue sky, looking scarcely larger 
than a fly, a crow alighted on the point of a < spire to 
smooth its wings. The old stones themselves ^ere ani- 
mated by the quiet working of the roots of a whole flora 
of plants, the lichens and the grasses, whych pushed 
themselves through the openings in the wall$i. On very 
stormy days the entire apse seemed to awake and to 
grumble under the noise of the rain as it beat against 
the leaden tiles of the roof, running ofi^ by the gutters 
of the cornices and rolling from story to story with 
the clamour of an overflowing torrent. Even tiie ter- 
rible winds of October and of MarCii gave to it a soul, 
a double voice of anger and of supplication, as they 
whistled through its forests of gables and arcades of 
rofieate omaraenta and of Httle colamns. The sun also 
fiUad it with life from the changing play of its rays • 
6om the eia^ly morning, which rejuvenated it with a 
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atifbl maiden, for when yon Iiave done bo he will 

ow you like a well-trained dog." ' 

When the window was new it mast have been sor- 
^onted in the middle of the arch by an ornamental 
«ign. But later^ when the chapel belonged to the 
Lantecoenrs, they replaced the original work by their 
amily coat of arms. And that was why, in the obscnre 
nights, armorial bearings of a more recent date shone 
oat above the painted legend. They were the old family 
arms of Haatecoear, quartered with the well-known 
shield of Jerusalem ; the latter being argent, a cross 
potencfe, or, between four crosselettes of the same; 
and those of the family, azure, a castle, or, on it a 
shield, sable, charged with a human heart, argent, the 
whole between three flenrs-de-lys, or; the shield was 
supported on the dexter and sinister sides by two 
wyvems, or ; and surmounted by the silver helmet with 
its blue feathers, embossed in gold, placed frontwise, and 
closed by eleven bars, which belongs only to Dukes, 
Marshals of France, titled Lords and heads of Sove- 
reign Corporations. And for motto were these words : 
* Si Dieu voU^ is imeiZ.' 

Little by little, from having seen him piercing the 
monster with his lance, whilst the king's daughter 
raised her clasped hands in supplication, Angelique 
became enamoured of Saint Gborge. He was her hero. 
At the distance where she was she could not well dis- 
tinguish the figures, and she looked at them as if in the 
aggrandisement of a dream ; the young girl was slight, 
was a blonde, and, in short, had a &ce not unlike her 
own, while the saint was frank and noble looking, with 
the beauty of an archangel. It was as if she herself 
had just been saved, and she could have kissed his 

o 
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hands with gnititndft Andtofliisadvaifaiie, ofidiidi 
she dreaaned oonfbsedfy, of a meetuig on the border of 
ahdoeand of being xescned from a great danger by a 
young man mare beantifiil tiian tiie day, was added tiie 
reoollectioii of her excimaan to the Chttean of Haiite- 
ocenr, and a calling np to vieir of the feudal donjon, in 
its original state, peopled with the noble l<nrds of olden 
ttmes. 

The arms glistened like the stars cm sommer nights ; 
she knew them well, she read them easQy, with their 
sonorous words, for she was so in tfaehabitof embroider- 
ing heraldic symbols. There was Jean v., who stopped 
from door to door in the town ravaged by the plague, 
and went in to kiss the lips of the dying, and cored 
them by saying, ^fi^»I>t6ttfx>ft,{6t7tc^.' And FelicianllL, 
who, forewarned that a severe illness prevented Philippe 
le Bel from going to Palestine, went there in his place, 
barefix)ted and holding a candle in his hand, and for 
that he had the right of quartering the arms of Jeru- 
salem with his own. Other and yet other histories 
came to her mind, especially those of the ladies of Haute- 
coBur, the 'happy dead,' as they were called in the 
Legend. In that &mily the women die young, in the 
midst of some great happiness. Sometimes two or three 
generations would be spared, then suddenly Death 
would appear, smiling, as with gentle hands he carried 
away the daughter or the wife of a Hautecoeur, the 
oldest of them being scarcely twenty years of age, at 
the moment when they were at the height of eardily 
love and bliss. For instance, Laurette, daughter of 
Baoul L, on the evening of her betrothal to her cousin 
Bichard, who lived in the castle, having seated herself 
at her window in the Tower of David, saw him at his 
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window in the Tower of Charlemagne, and, thinking she 
heard him call her, as at that moment a ray of moon- 
light seemed to throw a bridge between them, she 
walked toward him. But when in the middle she made 
in her haste a false step and overpassed the ray, she 
fell, and was crashed at the foot of the tower. So since 
that day, each night when the moon is bright and clear, 
she can be seen walking in the air aronnd the Ch&teaa, 
which is bathed in white by the silent touch of her 
immense robe. Then Balbine, wife of Herv6 VII., 
thought for six months that her hnsband had been killed 
in the wars. Bat, unwilling to give up all hope, she 
watched for him daily firom the top of the donjon, and 
when at last she saw him one morning on the highway, 
returning to his home, she ran down quickly to meet 
him, but was so overcome with joy, that she fell dead at 
the entrance of the castle. Even at this day, notwith- 
standing the ruins, as soon as twilight falls, it is said 
she still descends the steps, runs from story to stoiy, 
glides through the corridors and the rooms, and passes 
like a phantom through the gaping windows which open 
into the desert void. All return. Isabeau, Gudule, 
Vonne, Austreberthe, all these ^ happy dead,' loved by 
the stem messenger, who spared them from the vicissi- 
tudes of life by taking them suddenly when, in early 
youth, they thought only of happiness. On certain 
nights this white-robed band fill the house as if with a 
flight of doves. To their number had lately been added 
the mother of the son of Monseigneur, who was found 
lifeless on the floor by the cradle of her infant, where, 
although ill, she dragged herself to die, in the fulness 
of her delight at embracing him. These had haunted 
the imagination of Angelique ; she spoke of them as if 
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ihey were facts of recent occurrence, which might hava 
happened the day before. She had read the names of 
Lanrette and of Balbine on old memorial tablets let 
into the walls of the chapel. Hien why should not she 
also die young and very happy, as tiiey had ? The 
armouries would glisten as now, the saint would come 
down from his place in the stained-glass window, and 
she would be carried away to heaven on the sweet 
breath of a kiss. Why not? 

The ' Golden Legend ' had taught her this : Was not 
it true that the miracle is really the common law, and 
follows the natural course of events ? It exists, is active, 
works with an extreme facility on every occasion, multi* 
plies itself, spreads itself out, overflows even uselessly, 
as if for the pleasure of contradicting the self-evident 
rules of Nature. Its power seems to be on the same 
plane as that of the Creator. Abrigan, Eling of Edeese, 
writes to Jesus, who replies to him. Ignatius receives 
letters firom the Blessed Virgin. In all places the 
Mother and the Son appear, disguise themselves, and 
talk with an air of smiling good-nature. When Stephen 
meets them they are very familiar with him. All the 
virgins are wed to Jesus, and the martyrs mount to 
heaven, where they are to be united to Mary. And as 
for the angels and saints, they are the ordinary com- 
panions of men. They come, they go, they pass through 
walls, they appear in dreams, they speak from the 
height of clouds, they assist at births and deaths, they 
support those who are tortured, they deliver those who 
are in prison, and they go on dangerous missious. Fol- 
lowing in their footsteps is an inexhaustible efflorescence 
dT prodigies. Sylvester binds the mouth of a dragon 
with a thread. The earth rises to make a seat i<x 
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Becure her salvation by giving her the gift of His grace. 
That grace had been already manifested by bringing her 
to the hospitable roof of the Huberts, where, ander the 
shadow of the Cathedral, she could lead a life of sub- 
mission, of purity, and of faith. She often heard within 
her soul the grumblings of hereditary tendency to evil, 
and asked herself what would have become of her had 
she been left on her native soil. Without doubt she 
would have been bad ; while here, in this blessed comer 
of the earth, she had grown up free from temptation, 
strong and healthy. Was it not grace that had given 
her this home, where she was surrounded by such 
charming histories she had so easily committed to 
memory, where she had learned such perfect faith in 
the present and hope in the future, and where the in- 
visible and unknown, or the miracles of ages, seemed 
natural to her, and quite on a level with her daily life ? 
It had armed her for all combats, as heretofore it had 
armed the martyrs. And she created an imaginary ex- 
perience for herself almost unknowingly. It was, in 
fact, the inevitable result of a mind overcharged and 
excited by fables ; it was increased by her ignorance of 
the life within and about her, as well as from her lone- 
liness. She had not had many companions, so all 
desir^ went from her only to return to her. 

Sometimes she was in such a peculiar state that she 
would put her hands over her fSeice, as if doubting her 
own identity. Was she herself only an illusion, and 
would she suddenly disappear some day and vanish into 
nothingness ? Who would tell her the truth ? 

One evening in the following May, on this same 
balcony where she had spent so much time in vague 
dreams, she suddenly broke into tears. She was not 

i 
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low-spirited in the least, but it seemed to her as if her 
aimerfy arose from a vain expectation of a visit from 
someone. Yet who was there to oome ? It was very 
dark ; the Glos-Marie marked itself ont like a great 
black spot under the sky filled with stars, and sheoonld 
bat vagaely distinguish the heavy masses of the old elm- 
trees of the Bishop's garden, and of the park of the 
Hdtel Voinconrt. Alone the window of the chapel 
sent ont a little light. If no one were to come, why did 
her heart beat so rapidly? It was nothing new, this 
feeling of waiting, or of hope, bat it was dated from the 
long ago, from her early youth ; it was like a desire, a 
looking forward for something which had grown with 
her growth, and ended in this feverish anxiety of her 
seventeen years. Nothing would have surprised her, 
as for weeks she had heard the sound of voices in this 
mysterious comer, peopled by her imagination. The 
^ Golden Legend ' had left there its supernatural world of 
saints and martyrs, and the miracle was all ready to ap- 
pear there. She understood well that everything was 
animated, that the voices came &c»n objects hitherto 
silent ; that the leaves of the trees, the waters of the 
Chevrotte, and the stones of the Cathedral qK>k6 to her. 
But what was it that all these whisperings from the 
invisible wished to explain ? What did these unknown 
forces above and around her wish to do with her as they 
floated in the air? She kept her eyes fixed upon the 
darkness, as if she were at an appointed meeting with 
she knew not whom, and she waited, still waited, until 
she was overcome with sleep, whilst it seemed to her as 
if some supernatural power were deciding her destiny, 
irrespective of her will or wish. 

Foot four evenings Angelique was nervous, and wept 
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a great deal in the darkness. She remained in her 
usual place and was patient. The atmosphere seemed 
to envelop her, and as it increased in density it oppressed 
her more and more, as if the horizon itself had become 
smaller and was shutting her in. Everything weighed 
upon her heart. Now there was a dull murmuring of 
voices in her brain ; yet she was not able to hear them 
clearly, or to distinguish their meaDing. It was as if 
Nature itself had taken possession of her, and the earth, 
with the vast heavens above it, had penetrated into her 
being. At the least sound her hands burned and her 
eyes tried to pierce the darkness. Was the wonderful 
event about to take place, the prodigy she awaited ? No, 
there was nothing yet. It was probably merely the 
beating of the wings of a night bird. And she listened 
again, attentively, until she could distinguish the differ- 
ence of sound between the leaves of the elms and the 
willows. At least twenty times she trembled violentiy 
when a littie stone rolled in the rivulet, or a prowling 
animal jumped over the wall. She leaned forward ; but 
there was nothing — still nothing. 

At last, after some days, when at night a warmer 
darkness fell from the sky where no moon was visible, 
a change began. She felt it, but it was so slight, so 
almost imperceptible, she feared that she might have 
been mistaken in the little sound she heard, which 
seemed unlike the usual noises she knew so well. She 
held her breath, as the sound seemed very long in return- 
ing. At last it came again, louder than before, but equally 
confused. She would have said it came from a great 
distance, that it was a scarcely-dej^ed step, and that 
the trembling of the air announced the approach of 
something out of sight and out of hearing. That which 
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she was expecting came slowly from the invisible slight 
movement of what surronnded her. Little by little it 
disengaged itself from her dream, like a realisation of 
the vagae longings of her youth. Was it the Saint 
George of the chapel window, who had come down from 
his place and was walking on the grass in silence to- 
wards her ? Just then, by chance, the altar-light was 
dimmed, so that she conld not distinguish the faintest 
outline of the figures on the painted glass, but all 
seemed like a blue cloud of vapoury mist. That was all 
she heard or learned at that time of the mystery. 

But on the morrow, at the same hour, by a like ob- 
scurity, the noise increased and approached a little 
nearer. It was certainly the sound of steps, of real 
steps, which walked upon the earth. They would stop 
for a moment, then recommence here and there, moving 
up and down, without her being able to say preciBely 
where they were. Perhaps they came from the garden 
of the Voinoourts, where some night pedestrian was 
lingering under the trees. Or it might be, rather, that 
they were in the tufted masses of the great lilac-bushes 
of the park of the Bishop, whose strong perfume made 
her almost ill. She might do her best to try to pene- 
trate the darkness, it was only by her hearing that she 
was forewarned of the coming events, aided a Uttle by 
her sense of smell, as the perfume of the flowers was 
increased as if a breath were mingled with it. And so 
for several nights the steps resounded under the balcony, 
and she listened as they came nearer, until they reached 
the walls under her feet. There they stopped, and a 
long silence followed, until she seemed almost to lose 
consciousness in this slow embrace of something of 
which she was ignorant. 
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even her thoughts. When the latter, anrprised at her 
gaiety, questioned her, she blushed deeply as she replied 
that the early spring had made her very happy. From 
morning to evening she hummed little snatches of song, 
like a bee intoxicated by the heat of the sun's rays. 
Never before had the chasubles she embroidered been 
80 resplendent with silk and gold. The Huberts smiled 
as they watched her, thinking simply that this exuber- 
ance of spirits came from her state of perfect health. 
As the day waned she grew more excited, she sang at 
the rising of the moon, and as soon as the hour arrived 
she hurried to her balcony, and waited for the shadow 
to appear. During all the first quarters of the moon 
she found it exact at each rendezvous, erect and silent. 
But that was all. What was the cause of it? Why 
was it there ? Was it, indeed, only a shadow ? Was 
not it, perhaps, the saint who had left his window, or 
the angel who had formerly loved Saint Cecilia, and who 
had now come to love her in her turn ? Although she 
was not vain, these thoughts made her proud, and were 
as sweet to her as an invisible caress. Then she grew 
impatient to know more, and her watching recom- 
menced. 

The moon, at its full, lighted up the Clos-Marie. 
When it was at its zenith, the trees, under the white 
rays which fell straight upon them in perpendicular 
lines, cast no more shadows, but were like running 
fountains of silent brightness. The whole garden was 
bathed and filled with a luminous wave as limpid as 
crystal, and the brilliancy of it was so penetrating that 
everything was clearly seen, even to the fine cutting of 
the willow-leaves. The slightest possible trembling of 
air seemed to wrinkle this lake of rays, sleeping in the 
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xmiyersal peace among the great elm-trees of the neigh- 
bonring garden and the gigantic brow of the Cathedral. 

Two more evenings had passed like this, when, on 
the third night, as Angelique was leaning on her elbows 
and looking out, her heart seemed to receive a sudden 
shock. There, in the clear light, she saw him standing 
before her and looking at her. His shadow, like that 
of the trees, had disappeared under his feet, and he 
alone was there, distinctly seen. At this distance she 
saw — as if it were full day — that he was tall, slight, a 
blonde, and apparently about twenty years of age. He 
resembled either a Saint George or a superb picture 
of Christ, with his curly hair, his thin beard, his straight 
nose, rather large, and his proudly-smiling black eyes. 
And she recognised him perfectly ; never had she seen 
another like him ; it was he, her hero, and he was ex- 
actly as she expected to find him. The wonder was at 
last accomplished ; the slow creation of the invisible 
had« perfected itself in this living apparition, and he 
came out from tie unknown, from the movement of 
things, from murmuring voices, from the action of the 
night, from all that had enveloped her, until she almost 
fainted into unconsciousness. She also saw him as if 
he were lifted above the earth, so supernatural appeared 
to be his coming, whilst the miraculous seemed to sur- 
round him on every side as it floated over the mysterious 
moon-lake. He had as his escort the entire people of 
the Legend — the saints whose staffs blossomed, the 
virgins whose wounds shed milk — and the stars seemed 
to pale before this white group of perfection. 

Angelique continued to look at him. He raised, 
his arms, and held them out, wide open. She was not 
at all afraid, but smiled sweetly. 
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CHAPTER VI 

It was a great affair for the whole household when, 
every three months^ Habertine prepared the ^ye' for 
the wash. A woman was hired to aid them, the Mother 
Gabetj as she was called, and for fonr days all embroidery 
was laid aside, while Angeliqne took her part in the 
nnasnal work, making of it a perfect amnsement, as she 
soaped and rinsed the clothes in the clean water of the 
Chevrotte. The linen when taken from the ashes was 
wheeled to the Glos-Marie, through the little gate of 
commanication in the garden. There the days were 
spent in the open air and the sunshine. 

^ I will do the washing this time, mother, for it is 
the greatest of delights to me.' 

And gaily laughing, with her sleeves drawn up 
above her elbows, flourishing the beetle, Angelique 
struck the clothes most heartily in the pleasure of such 
healthy exercise. It was hard work, but she thoroughly 
enjoyed it, and only stopped occasionally to say a few 
words or to show her shiny face covered with foam. 

* Look, mother ! This makes my arms strong. It 
does me a world of good.' 

The Chevrotte crossed the field diagonally, at first 
drowsily, then its stream became very rapid as it was 
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tiirown in great bubbles over a pebbly descent. It came 
from the garden of tbe Bishop, throngh a species of 
floodgate left at the foot of the wall, and at the other 
end it disappeared under an arched vault at the comer 
of the Hdtel Yoincourt, where it was swallowed up in 
the earth, to reappear two hundred yards &rther on, 
as it passed along the whole length of the Bue Basse 
to the Ligneul, into which it emptied itself. Therefore 
it was very necessary to watch the linen constantly, for, 
run as £EU3t as possible, every piece that was once let go 
was almost inevitably lost. 

< Mother, wait, wait a little ! I will put this heavy 
stone on the napkins. We shall then see if the river 
can carry them away. The little thief ! ' 

She placed the stone firmly, then returned to draw 
another from the old, tumble-down mill, enchanted to 
move about and to fatigue herself; and, although she 
severely bruised her finger, she merely moistened it a 
little, saying, ^ Oh ! that is nothing.' 

During the day the poor people who sheltered them- 
selves in the ruins went out to ask for charity from the 
passers-by on the highways. So the Gloe was quite 
deserted. It was a delicious, fresh solitude, with its 
clusters of pale-green willows, its high poplar-trees, and 
especially its verdure, its overflowing of deep-rooted 
wUd herbs and grasses, so high that they came up to 
one's shoulders. A quivering silence came from the 
two neighbouring parks, whose great trees barred the 
horizon. After three o'clock in the afternoon the 
shadow of the Cathedral was lengthened out with a 
calm sweetness and a perfume of evaporated incense. 

Angelique continued to beat the linen harder still, 
with all the force of her well-shaped white arms. 
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*0h^ mother dear! Yoa can have no idea how 
hungry I shall be this evening ! ... Ah I jou know 
that you have promised to give me a good strawberry- 
cake.' 

On the day of the rinsing, Angeliqne was qniti 
alone. The m^a Gabet, suffering from a sadden, severe 
attack of sciatica, had not been able to come as usual, 
and Hubertine was kept at home by other household 
cares. 

Kneeling in her little box half filled with straw, the 
young girl took the pieces one by one, shook them for 
a long time in the swiMy-roUing stream, until the 
water was no longer dimmed, but had become as clear 
as crystal. She did not hurry at all, for since the 
morning she had been tormented by a great curiosity, 
having seen, to her astonishment, an old workman in a 
white blouse, who was putting up a light scaffolding 
before the window of the Chapel Hautecoeur. Gould it 
be that they were about to repair the stained-glass panes ? 
There was, it must be confessed, great need of doing so. 
Several pieces were wanting in the figure of Saint 
Oeorge, and in other places, where in the course of 
centuries panes that had been broken had been replaced 
by ordinary glass. Still, all this was irritating to her. 
She was so accustomed to the gaps of the saint who was 
piercing the dragon with his sword, and of the royal 
princess as she led the conquered beast along with 
her scarf, that she already mourned as if one had the 
intention of mutilating them. It was sacrilege to think 
of changing such old, venerable things. But when she 
returned to the field after her lunch, all her angry 
feelings passed away immediately ; for a second work- 
man was upon the staging, a young man this time, who 

a 
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ako wore a wliite blouse. And she had recognised him I 
It was he ! Her hero ! 

Gaily, witiioat any embarrassment, Angelique re- 
sumed her place on her knees on the straw of her box. 
Then, with her wrists bare, she put her hands in the 
deep, clear water, and recommenced shaking the linen 
back and forth. 

Yes, it was he — ^tall, slight, a blonde, with his fine 
beard and his hair curled like that of a god, his com- 
plexion as fresh as when she had first seen him under 
the white shadow of the moonlight. Since it was he, 
there was nothing to be feared for the window ; were 
he to touch it, he would only embellish it. And it was 
no disappointment to her whatever to find him in this 
blouse, a workman like herself, a painter on glass, no 
doubt. On the contrary, this fact made her smile, so 
absolutely certain was she of the eventual fulfilment of 
her dream of royal fortune. Now, it was simply an 
appearance, a beginning. What good would it do her 
to know who he was, from whence he came, or whither 
he was going ? Some morning he would prove to be 
that which she expected him to be. A shower of gold 
would stream from the roof of the Cathedral, a triumphal 
march would break forth in the distant rumblings of 
the organ, and all would come true. She did not stay 
to ask herself how he could always be there, day and 
night. Yet it was evident either that he must live in 
one of the neighbouring houses, or he must pass by 
the lane des Ouerdaches, which ran by the side of the 
Bishop's park to the Rue Magloire. 

Then a charming hour passed by. She bent for- 
ward, she rinsed her linen, her face almost touching the 
fresh water; but each time she took a different piece 
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ebe raised her head^ and cast towards the church a 
look, in which, from the agitation of her heart, was a 
little good-natured malice. And he, npon the scaffold- 
ing, with an air of being closely occupied in examining 
the state of the window, turned towards her, glancing 
at her sideways, and evidently much disturbed whenever 
she surprised him doing so. It was astonishing how 
quickly he blushed, how dark red his face became. At 
tiie slightest emotion, whether of anger or interest, all 
the blood in his veins seemed to mounji to his fieice. He 
had flashing eyes, which showed will ; yet he was so 
diffident, that, when he knew he was being criticised, 
he was embarrassed as a little child, did not seem to 
know what to do with his hands, and stammered out 
his orders to the old man who accompanied him. 

As for Angelique, that which delighted her most, as 
she refreshed her arms in this turbulent water, was to 
picture him innocent like herself, ignorant of the world, 
and with an equally intense desire to have a taste of 
life. There was no need oi his telling to others who 
he was, for had not invisible messengers and unseen 
lips made known to her that he was to be her own ? 
She looked once more, just as he was turning his head ; 
and so the minutes passed, and it was ddicious. 

Suddenly she saw that he jumped from the staging, 
then that he walked backwards quite a distance through 
the grass, as if to take a certain position from which 
he could examine the window more easily. But she 
could not help smiling, so evident was it that he simply 
wished to approach her. He had made a firm decision, 
like a man who risks everything, and now it was touch- 
ing as well as comical to see that he remained standing 
» few steps from her, his back towards her, not daring 
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to move, fearing that he had been too hasty in coming 
BO far as he had done. For a moment she thought he 
would go back again to the chapel-window as he had 
come from it, without paying any attention to her. 
However, becoming desperate, at last he turned, and 
as at that moment she was glancing in his direction, 
their eyes met, and they remained gazing fixedly at 
each other. They were both deeply confused ; they lost 
their self-possession, and might never have been able to 
regain it, had not a dramatic incident aroused them. 

^ Oh dear t Oh dear ! ' exclaimed the young girl, in 
distress. 

In her excitement,. a dressing-sacque, which she had 
been rinsing unconsciously, had just escaped her, and 
the stream was fast bearing it avray. Yet another 
minute and it would disappear round the comer of the 
wall of the Yoincourt park, under the arched vault 
through which the Chevrotte passed. 

There were several seconds of anxious waiting. He 
saw at once what had happened, and rushed forward. 
But the current, leaping over the pebbles, carried this 
sacque, which seemed possessed, as it went along, much 
more rapidly than he. He stooped, thinking he had 
caught it, but took up only a handful of soapy foam. 
Twice he failed. The third time he almost fell. Then, 
quite vexed, with a brave look as if doing something at 
the peril of his life, he went into the water, and seized 
the garment just as it was about being drawn under 
the ground. 

Angelique, who until now had followed the rescue 
anxiously, quite upset, as if threatened by a great mis- 
fortune, was so reUeved that she had an intense desire 
to laugh. This feeling was partly nervous, it is tme^ 
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When Angeliqne came to look at it after breakfast, 
fihe was distressed, for so strong had become the gusts 
of wind that all threatened to be carried away. Already 
a sheet had started, and several napkins had gone to 
fasten themselves to the branches of a willow. She 
fortunately caught them, but then the handkerchiefs 
began to fly. There was no one to help her; she was 
so frightened that she lost all her presence of mind. 
When she tried to spread out the sheet again, she had a 
regular battle, for she was quite lost in it, as it covered 
her with a great crackling sound. 

Through all the noise of the wind she heard a 
voice saying, ^ Mademoiselle, do you wish me to help 
you?' 

It was he, and immediately she cried to him, with 
no other thought than her pre*occupation as a good 
housewife : 

^ Of course I wish it. Come and help me, then. 
Take the end over there, nearest to you. Hold it 
firm!' 

The sheet, which they stretched out with their 
^ strong arms, flapped backwards and forwards like a sail. 
1^^ At last tbey succeeded in putting it on the ground, and 
^^jien placed upon it much heavier stones than before, 
^^'nd now that, quite conquered, it sank quietly down, 
^^^j ther of them thought of leaving their places, but 
^^) Biained on their knees at the opposite comers, sepa- 
not hmd by this great piece of pure white linen, 
so exqifl]ie smiled, but this time without malice. It was a 
^ art t message of thanks. He became by degrees a 
**»a*lwii bolder. 

^4d My name is Pelicien.' 
^^'^toind mine is Angelique/ 
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^ I am a painter on glass, and have been charged to 
repair the stained-glass window of the chapel here/ 

* I live over there with my &ther and mother, and I 
am an embroiderer of charch vestments/ 

The wind, which continued to be strong under the 
dear blue sky, carried away their words, lashed them 
with its purifying breath in the midst of the warm sun- 
shine in which they were bathed. 

They spoke of things which they abeady knew, as 
if simply for the pleasure of talking. 

' Is the window, then, to be replaced ? ' 

^ No ! oh no I it will be so well repaired that the 
new part cannot be distinguished fix>m the old. I love 
it quite as much as you do.' 

^ Oh ! it is indeed true that I love it I I have al- 
ready embroidered a Saint George, but it was not so 
beautiful as this one.' 

< Oh, not so beautiful ! How can you say that? I 
have seen it, if it is the Saint George on the chasuble 
which the Abbot Gomille wore last Sunday. It is a 
marvellous thing.' 

She blushed with pleasure, but quicUy turned the 
conversation, as she ezdaimed : 

' Hurry and put another stone on the left comer of 
the sheet, or the wind will carry it away from us 
again.' 

He made all possible haste, weighed down the linen, 
which had been in great commotion, like the wings of 
a great wounded bird trying its best to flyaway. Find- 
ing that this time it would probably keep its place, the 
two young people rose up, and now Angelique went 
through the narrow, green paths between the pieces of 
linen, glancing at each one, while he followed her with 
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ftn equally busy look, as if preoccupied by the possible 
loss of a dish-towel or an apron. All this seemed quite 
natural to them both. So she continued to chatter 
away freely and artlessly, as she told of her daily life 
and explained her tastes. 

< For my part, I always wish that everything should 
be in its place. ... In the morning I am always 
awakened at the same hour by the striking of the 
cuckoo-clock in the workroom; and whether it is 
scarcely daylight or not, I dress myself as quickly as 
possible; my shoes and stockiugs are here, my soap 
and all articles of toilette there — ^a true mania for order. 
Yet you may well believe that I was not bom so ! Oh 
no! On the contraiy, I was the most careless person 
possible. Mother was obliged to repeat to me the same 
words over and over again, that I might not leave my 
things in every comer of the house, for I found it 
easier to scatter them about. And now, when I am at 
work from morning to evening, I can never do anything 
right if my chair is not in the same place, directlr 
opposite the light. Fortunately, I am neither right 
nor left handed, but can use botli hands equally well at 
embroidering, which is a great help to me, for it is not 
everyone who can do that. . . • Allien, I adore flowers, 
but I cannot keep a bouquet near me without having a 
terrible headache. Violets alone I can bear, and that 
is surprising. But their odour seems to calm me, and 
at the least indisposition I have only need to smell 
them and I am at once cured.' 

He was enraptured while listening to her prattle. 
He revelled in the beautiful ring of her voice, which 
had an extremely penetrating, prolonged charm ; and 
he must have been peculiarly sensitive to this human 
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music, for the caressing inflection on certain woida 
moistened his eyelids. 

Suddenly returning to her household cares she ex- 
claimed : 

* Oh, now the shirts will soon be dry ! ' 

Then, in the unconscious and simple need of making 
herself known, she continued her confidences: 

' For colouring, the white is always beautiful, is it 
not ? I tire at times of blue, of red, and of all other 
shades ; but white is a constant joy, of which I am 
never weary. There is nothing in it to trouble you ; 
on the contrary, you would like to lose yourself in it. 
We had a white cat, with yellow spots, which I painted 
white. It did very well for a while, but it did not last 
long. Listen a minute. Mother does not know it, 
but I keep all the waste bits of white silk, and have 
a drawer full of them, for just nothing except the 
pleasure of looking at them, and smoothing them over 
from time to time. And I have another secret, but 
this is a very serious one ! When I wake up, there is 
every morning near my bed a great, white object, which 
gently flies away.' 

He did not smile, but appeared firmly to believe 
her. Was not all she said, in her simple way, quite 
natural ? A queen in the magnificence of her courtly 
surroundings could not have conquered him so quiddy. 
She had, in the midst of this white linen on the green 
grass, a charming, grand air, happy and supreme, 
which touched him to the heart, with an ever-increasing 
power. He was completely subdued. She was every- 
thing to him from this moment. He would follow her 
to the last day of his life, in the worship of her light 
feet, her delicate hands, of her whole being, adorable 



THE DREAM I07 

and perfect as a dream. She continned to walk before 
bim, with a short, qnick step, and he followed her 
closely, suffocated by a thought of the happiness he 
scarcely dared hope might come to him. 

But another sudden gast of wind came np, and 
there was a perfect flight into the distance of cambric 
collars and cuffs, of neckerchiefs and chemisettes of 
muslin, which, as they disappeared, seemed like a flock 
of white birds knoqked about by the tempest. 

Angelique began to run. 

*0h dear! what shall I do? You will have to 
come again and help me. Oh dear ! ' 

They both rushed forward. She caught a kerchief 
on the borders of the Ghevrotte. He had already saved 
two chemisettes which he found in the midst of some 
high thistles. One by one the cuffs and the collars 
were retaken. But in the course of their running at 
full speed, the flying folds of her skirt had at several 
different times brushed against him, and each time his 
face became suddenly red, and his heart beat violently. 
In his turn, he touched her face accidentally, as he 
jumped to recover the last fichu, which he had carelessly 
let go of. She was startled and stood quietly, but 
breathing more quickly. She joked no longer; her 
laugh sounded less clear, and she was not tempted to 
ridicule this great, awkward, but most attractive fellow. 
The feminine nature so recently awakened in her soft- 
ened her almost to tears, and with the feeling of inex- 
plicable tenderness, which overpowered her, was mingled 
a half-fear. 

What was the matter with her that she was less gay, 
and that she was so overcome by this delicious pang ? 
When he held out the kerchief to her, their hands, by 
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chanoe, touched for a moment. They trembled, as they 
looked at each other mqniringly. Then she diew back 
quickly, and for several seconds seemed not to know 
what she should do under the extraordinary circum- 
stances which had just occurred. At last she started. 
Gathering up all ^e smaller articles of linen in her 
arms, and leaving the rest, she turned towards her 
home. 

Felicien then wished to speak • • • * Oh, I beg your 
pardon. . • . I pray you to ^ 

But the wind, which had greatly increased, cut off 
his words. In despair he looked at her as she flew 
along, as if carried away by the blast. She ran and ran, 
in and out, among the white sheets and tablecloths, 
under the oblique, pale golden rays of the sun. Already 
the shadow of the Cathedral seemed to envelop her, 
and she was on the point of entering her own garden 
by the little gate which separated it from the Glos, 
without having once glanced behind her. But on the 
threshold she turned quickly, as if seized with a kind 
impulse, not wishing that he should think she was 
angry, and confused, but smiling, she called out : 

« Thank you. Thank you very much.' 

Did she wish to say that she was grateful to himfor 
having helped her in recovering the linen ? Or was it 
for something else ? She disappeared, and the gate was 
shut after her. 

And he remained alone in the midst of the field, 
under the great regular gusts, which continued to rage, 
although the sky was still clear and pure. The elms in 
the Bishop's garden rustled with a long, billowy sound, 
and a loud voice seemed to clamour through the terraces 
and the flying buttresses of the Cathedral. But he heard 
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only the light flapping of a little morning cap, tied to a 
branch of a lilac bush, as if it were a bouquet, and which 
belonged to her. 

From that date, each time that Angelique opened 
her window she saw Feliden over there in the doe- 
Marie. He passed days in the field, having the chapel 
window as an excuse for doing so, on which, however, 
the work did not advance the least in the world. For 
hours he would forget himself behind a cluster of bushes, 
where, stretched out on the grass, he watched through 
the leaves. And it was the greatest of pleasures to 
smile at each other every morning and evening. She 
was so happy that she asked for nothing more. There 
would not be another general washing for three monthst 
so, until then, the little garden-gate would seldom be 
open. But three months would pass very quickly, and 
if they could see each other daily, was nob that bliss 
enough ? What, indeed, could be more charming than 
to live in this way, thinking during the day of the 
evening look, and during the night of the glance of the 
early morrow ? She existed only in the hope of that 
desired moment ; its joy filled her life. Moreover, what 
good would there be in approaching each other and in 
talking together ? Were they not constantly becoming 
better acquainted without meeting? Although at a 
distance, they understood each other perfectly; each 
penetrated into the other's innermost thoughts with the 
closest intimacy. At last, they became so filled one with 
the other that they could not close their eyes without 
seeing before them, with an astonishing clearness of 
detail, the image of their new friend; so, in reality, they 
ivere never separated. 

It was a constant surprise to Angelique that she 
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had nnboflomed herself at once to Felicien. At their 
first meeting she had confided in him, had told him 
everything about her habits, her tastes, and the deepest 
secrets of her heart. He, more silent, was called 
Felicien, and that was all she knew. Perhaps it was 
quite right that it should be so; the woman giving 
everything, and the man holding himself back as a 
stranger. She had no premature curiosity. She con- 
tinued to smile at the thought of things which would 
certainly be realised. So for her, that of which she wias 
ignorant counted for notiung. The only important 
fact in her inind was the intimacy between them, which 
united thenr, iittJe by little, apart from the world. She 
knew nothing about him, yet she was so well acquainted 
with his nature that she could read his thoughts in a 
aianple look or smile. He, her hero, had come as she 
always said he would. She had at once recognised him, 
and they loved each other. 

So they enjoyed most thoroughly this true possession 
from a distance. They were certainly encouraged by 
the new discoveries they made. She had long, slender 
hands, roughened a little at the ends of the fingers by 
her constant use of the needle, but he adored them. 
She noticed that his feet were small, and was proud of 
the fact. Everything about him flattered her; she was 
grateful to him for being so handsome ; and she was 
overcome with joy the evening that she found his beard 
to be of a lighter shade than his hair, which fact gave a 
greater softness to his smile. He went away trans- 
ported when, one morning, as she leaned over the bal- 
cony, he saw a little red spot on her pretty neck. Their 
hearts being thus laid open, new treasures were daily 
found* Certainly the proud and frank manner in which 
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she opened her window showed that, even in her ignor- 
ance as a little embroiderer, she had the royal bearing 
of a princess. In the same way she knew that he was 
good, from seeing how lightly he walked over the herbs 
and the grass. Around them was a radiance of virtaes 
and graces from the first hour of their meeting. Each 
interview had its special charm. It seemed to them as 
if their felicity in seeing each other coald never be 
exhausted. 

Nevertheless, Feliden soon showed certain signs of 
impatience, and he no longer remained for hours con- 
cealed behind a bush in the immobility of an absolute 
happiness. As soon as Angelique appeared at her 
window, he was restless, and tried to approach her as he 
glided from willow to willow. At length she was a 
little disturbed, fearing that someone might see him. 
One day there was almost a quarrel, for he came even 
to the wall of the house, so she was obliged to leave the 
balcony. It was a great shock to him that she should 
be offended, and he showed in the expression of his face 
so mute a prayer of submission that the next day she 
pardoned him, and opened her window at the usual hour. 

But although expectation was delightful, it was not 
sufficient for him, and he began again. Now he seemed 
to be everywhere at once : he filled the Clos-Marie 
with his restlessness ; he came out from behind every 
tree; he appeared above every bunch of brambles. 
Like the wood-pigeons of the great elms in the Bishop's 
garden, he seemed to have his habitation between two 
branches in the environs. The Ghevrotte was an excuse 
for his passing entire days there, on its willowy banks, 
bending over the stream, in which he seemed to be 
watching the floating of the clouds. 
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One day fihe saw that he had climbed np on the 
mins of the old mill, and was standing on the framework 
of a shed, looking happy to have thus approached her a 
little, in his regret at not being able to fly even so fiu* 
as her shoulder. 

Another day she stifled a slight scream as she saw 
him far above her, leaning on an ornamented balustrade 
of the Cathedral, on the roof of the chapels of the choir, 
which formed a terrace. In what way could he have 
reached this gallery, the door of which was always 
fieustened, and whose key no one had a right to touch 
but the beadle ? Then again, a little later on, how was 
it that she should find him up in the air among the 
flying buttresses of the nave and the pinnacles of the 
piers? From these heights he could look into every 
part of her chamber, as the swallows who, flying from 
point to point among the spires, saw everything that was 
therein, without her having the idea of hiding herself 
from them. But a human eye was difierent, and from 
that day she shut herself up more, and an ever-increasing 
trouble came to her at the thought that her privacy was 
being intruded upon, and that she was no longer alone 
in the atmosphere of adoration that surrounded her. If 
she were really not impatient, ^hy was it that her hearfr^ 
beat so strongly, like the bell of the clock-tower on great 
festivals ? 

Three days passed without AngeUque showing her- 
self, so alarmed was she by the increasing boldness ot 
Felicien. She vowed in her mind that she would never 
see him again, and wound herself up to such a degree 
of resentment, that she thought she hated him. But he 
had given her his feverishness. She could not keep 
gtill, and the slightest pretext was enough for aa 
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esccnse to leave the chasuble upon which she was at 
work. 

So, haying heard that the m^a Gabet was ill in bed, 
in the most profound poverty, she went to see her every 
morning. Her room was on the Bue des Orf^vres, only 
three doors away from the Huberts. She would take 
her tea, sugar, and soup, then, when necessary, go to buy 
her medicine at the druggist's on the Grand Bue. One 
day, as she returned with her hands full of little phials, 
she started at seeing Felicien at the bedside of the old 
sick woman. He turned very red, and slipped away 
awkwardly, after leaving a charitable offering. The next 
day he came in as she was leaving, and she gave him 
her place, very much displeased. Did he really intend 
to prevent her from visiting the poor ? 

In fact, she had been taken with one of her fits of 
charity, which made her give all she owned that she 
might overwhelm those who had nothing. At the idea 
of suffering, her whole soul melted into a pitiful frater- 
nity. She went often to the j^dre Mascart's, a blind 
paralytic on the Bue Basse, whom she was obliged to 
feed herself with the broth she carried him ; then to the 
Chouteaux, a man and his wife, each one over ninety 
years of age, who lived in a little hut on the Bue Ma- 
gloire, which she had furnished for them with articles 
taken from the attic of her parents. Then there were 
others and others still whom she saw among the wretched 
populace of the quarter, and whom she helped to sup- 
pOTt from things that were about her, happy in being 
able to surprise them and to see them brighten up for 
a little while. But now, strange to say, wherever she 
went she encountered Felicien I Never before had she 

. 80 much of him ; she who had avoided going to 

t 
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the stones, and had returned wounded and with bleed* 
ing ankles. Seated before their door, in the midst of 
the high grass of the Clos-Marie, she drew ont the 
thorns from her flesh, whilst her mother and the two 
children surrounded her and uttered lamentations. 

Just then Angelique arrived, hiding under her apron 
the bread which she had brought them, as she did once 
every week. She had entered the field by the little 
garden-gate, which she had left open behind her, as she 
intended to go back as quickly as possible. But she 
stopped on seeing all the &mily in tears. 

' What is the matter? Why are you in such dis- 
tress?' 

' Ah, my good lady ! ' whined the mother Lembal- 
leuse, ^do not you see in whataterrible state this great 
foolish girl haa put herself? To-morrow she will not 
be able to walk, so that will be a whole day lost. She 
must have some shoes ! ' 

Bose and Jeanne, with their eyes snapping from 
under their tangled hair, redoubled their sobs, as they 
cried out loudly — 

'Yes, yes! she must have some shoes! She must 
have some shoes I ' 

Tiennette, half lifting up her thin, dark face, looked 
round furtively. Then, fiercely, without a word, she 
made one of her feet bleed still more, maddened over a 
long splinter which she had just drawn out by the aid 
of a pin, and which must have pained her intensely. 

Angelique, quite touched by the scene, offered her 
gift. 

* See! here at least is some bread.' 

'Oh, bread!' said the mother. 'No doubt it la 
necessary to eat. But it is not with bread that she will 
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be able to walk again, of that I am certain! And we 
were to go to the fisdr at BKgny, a {Seot where, every year, 
she makes at least two francs. Oh, good heavens! 
What will become of ns if she cannot go there ?' 

Pity and embarrassment rendered Angelique mute. 
She had exactly five sous in her pocket. It surely was 
not with five sons that one could buy a pair of shoes, 
even at an auction sale. As it had often done before, 
her want of money now paralysed her. And that which 
exasperated her still more and made her lose her self- 
control was that at this moment, as she looked behind 
her, she saw Feliden, standing a few feet from her in 
the darkening shadow. Without doubt he had heard 
all that had been said ; perhaps even he had been there 
for a great while, for he always appeared to her in this 
way when least expected without her ever knowing 
whence he came or whither he was going. 

She thought to herself, ^ He will give the shoes.' 
Indeed, he had already come forward. The first 
stars were appearing in the pale sky. A sweet, gentle 
quiet seemed to fall down from on high, soothing to 
sleep the Clos-Marie, whose willows were lost in the 
dusk. The Cathedral itself was only a great black bar 
in the West. 

' Yes, certainly, now he will ofier to give the shoes.' 
And at this probabilify she was really quite dis- 
couraged. Was he always, then, to give everything ? 
Gould she never, even once, conquer him? Never! 
Her heart beat so rapidly that it pained her. She 
wished that she might be very rich, to show him that 
she, too, could make others happy. 

But the Lemballeuse had seen the good gentleman. 
The mother had rushed forward ; the two little sisters 
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moaned as they held oat their hands for ahns, whilst 
the elder one, letting go of her woimded ankles, 
looked at the new-comer inquiringly with her wild 
eyes. 

' Listen, my noisy children,' said Felicien. Then, ad- 
dressing the mother, he continaed, ^ Yon may go to the 
Grand Bae, at the comer of the Bae Basse ^ 

Angelique had understood immediately, for the 
shoemaker had his shop there. She interrupted him 
quickly, and was so agitated that she stammered her 
words at random. 

^ But that is a useless thing to do ! What would 
be the good of it ? It is much more simple ^ 

Yet she could not find in her own mind the more 
simple thing she desired. What could she do ? What 
could she invent, so to te before him in giving her 
charity ? Never had it seemed to her possibly she could 
detest him as she £d now. 

^ You will say firom me, that it is I who have sent 
you,' continued Felicien. * You will ask ^ 

Again she interrupted him. The contest lasted a 
moment longer. She repeated in an anxious way : 

^It is, indeed, much more simple; it is much 
easier * 

Suddenly she was calm. She seated herself upon a 
stone, thoughtfully examined her shoes, took them off, 
and then drew off her stockings, saying : 

'Look! This is the best thing to do, after all! Why 
should you have any trouble about the matter ? ' 

* Oh, my good young lady ! God will reward you ! ' 
exclaimed the mother Lemballeuse, as she turned over 
the shoes and found they were not only ex;cellent and 
strong, but almost new. ' I will cut them a trifle on 
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fclie top, to make them a little larger Tiemiette, 

why do you not thank her, stupid creature? * 

Tiennette snatched from the hands of Rose and 
Jeanne the stockings they were coveting. She did not 
open her lips; she only gave one long, fixed, hard 
look. 

But now Angelique realised that her feet were bare, 
and that Felicien saw them. She blushed deeply, and 
knew not what to do. She dared not move, for, were 
she to rise to get up, he would only see them all the 
more. Then, frightened, she rose quicklyj and without 
realising what she was doing, began to run. In the 
grass her flying feet were vay white and small. The 
darkness of the evening had increased, and the Glos- 
Marie was a lake of shadow between the great trees on 
one side and the Cathedral on the other. And on the 
ground the only visible %ht came from those same 
little feet, white and satiny as the wing of a dove. 

Startled, and afraid of the water, Angelique followed 
the bank of the Chevrotte, that she might cross it on a 
plank which served as a bridge. But Felicien had gone 
a shorter way through the brambles and brushwood. 
Until now he had always been overcome by his timidity, 
and he had turned redder than she as he saw her bare 
feet, pure and chaste as herself. Now, in the overflow 
of his ignorant youth, passionately fond of beauty and 
desirous for love, he was impatient to cry out and tell 
her of the feeling which had entirely taken possession 
of him since he had first seen her. But yet, when she 
brushed by him in her flight, he could only stanmier, 
with a trembling voice, the acknowledgment so long de- 
layed and which burnt his lips : 

* I love you.' 
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She stopped in anrprifle. For an instant she stood 
still, and, slightly trembling, looked at him. Her anger 
and the hate she thought she had for him all vanished 
at once, and melted into a most delicions sentiment of 
astonishment. What had he said, what was the word 
he had just pronounced, that she should be so overoome 
by it ? She knew that he loved her ; yet when he said 
so, the sound of it in her ear overwhelmed her with an 
inexplicable joy. It resounded so deeply through her 
whole being, that her fears came back and were en- 
larged. She never would dare reply to him ; it was 
really more than she could bear ; she was oppressed. 

He, grown more bold, his heart touched and drawn 
nearer to hers by their united deeds of charity, re- 
peated: 

' I love you/ ' > 

And she, fearing the lover, began to run. That waa 
surely the only way to escape such a danger; yet it was 
also a happiness, it was all so strange, ^e Chevrotte 
was gaily singing, and she plunged into it like a startled 
&wn. Among its pebbles her feet still ran on, under 
the chill of the icy water. The garden-gate was at last 
reached, it closedy and she disappeared. 
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CHAPTER Vn 

For two days Angelique was conscience-smitten. Aa 
soon as she was alone, she sobbed as if she had done 
something wrong. And this question, which she could 
not answer, came constantly to her mind: Had she 
sinned in listening to this young man ? Was she lost, 
like the dreadful women in the Legend, who, having 
been tempted, had. yielded to the Devil ? Was life to- 
day as it was centuries ago? The words, so softly 
uttered, ^ I love you/ still resounded with such a tumult 
in her ears, and she was confused, yet pleased by them 
to such a degree, that they must certainly have come 
troTCL some terrible power hidden in the depth of the 
invisible. But she knew not — in fact, how could she 
have known anything in the ignorance and solitude in 
which she had grown up ? Her anguish was redoubled 
by this mysterious and inexplicable struggle within 
her. 

Had she sinned in making the acquaintance of 
Felicien, and then in keeping it a secret ? She recalled 
to her mind, one by one, all the details of her daily ex- 
perience during the past few weeks ; she argued with 
her innocent scruples. 

What was sin, in short ? Was it simply to meet— 
^to talk— and afterwards to tell a falsehood to one's 
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parents ? But that coDld not be the extent of the eviL 
Then why was she so oppressed ? Why, if not guilty, 
did she suddenly seem to have become quite another 
person — ^as agitated as if a new soul had been given 
her ? . Perhaps it was sin that had made her so weak 
and uncomfortable. Her heart was full of vague, un- 
defined longings — so strange a medley of words, and 
also of acts, in the future, that she was frightened by 
them, without in the least understanding them. The 
blood mounted to her face, and exquisitely coloured her 
cheeks, as she heard again the sweet, yet appalling 
words, ^ I love you ' ; and she reasoned no longer, but 
sobbed again, doubting evident facts, fearing the com- 
mission of a fault in the beyond — ^in that which had 
neither name nor form. 

But that which especially distressed her now was 
that she had not made a confidarde of Hubertine. 
Gould she only have asked her what she wished to 
know, no doubt the latter with a word would have ex- 
plained the whole mystery to her. Then it seemed to 
her as if the mere fact of speaking to someone of her 
trouble would have cured her. But the secret had 
become too weighty ; to reveal it would be more than 
she could bear, for the shame would be too great. She 
became quite artful for the moment, affected an air of 
calmness, when in the depths of her soul a tempest was 
raging. If asked why she was so pre-occupied, she 
lifted her eyes with a look of surprise as she replied 
that she was thinking of nothing. Seated before the 
working-frame, her hands mechanically drawing the 
needle back and forth, very quiet to all outward appear- 
ance, ihe was, from morning till evening, distracted by 
one thought. To be loved! to be loved! And for 
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herself, on her side, was she in love ? This was still an 
obscnie question, to which, in her inexperience, she found 
no answer. She repeated it so constantly that at last 
it made her giddy, the words lost all their usual mean- 
ing, and everything seemed to be in a whirl, which 
carried her away. With an effort she recovered herself, 
and realised that, with needle in hand, she was still 
embroidering with her accustomed application, although 
mechanically, as if in a half-dream. . Perhaps these 
strange symptoms were a sign that she was about to 
have a severe illness. One evening she had such an 
attack of shivering when she went to bed that she 
thought she would never be able to recover from it. 
That idea was at the same time both cruel and sweet. 
She suffered from it as if it were too great a joy. Even 
the next day her heart beat as if it would break, and 
her ears were filled with a singing sound, like the ring- 
ing of a distant bell. What could it mean ? Was she 
in love, or was she about to die? Thinking thus, she 
smiled sweetly at Hubertine, who, in the act of waxing 
her thread, was looking at her anxiously. 

Moreover, Angelique had made a vow that she 
would never again see Feliden. She no longer ran the 
risk of meeting him among the brambles and wild 
grasses in the Clos-Marie, and she had even given up 
her daily visits to the poor. Her fear was intense lest, 
were they to find themselves face to face, something 
terriUe might come to pass. In her resolution there 
was mingled, besides a feeling of penitence, a wish to 
punish herself for some fault she might unintentionally 
have committed. So, in her days of rigid humiliation, 
she condemned herself not even to gl^emce once through 
the window, so sure was she of seeing on the banks of 
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ihe Ghevrotte the one whom she dreaded. Bat, afteF 
awhile, being sorely tempted, she looked out, and if it 
chanoed that he were not tiliere, she was sad and low- 
spirited until the following day. 

One morning, when Hubert was arranging a dal- 
matic, a ring at tibe door-bell obliged him to go down- 
stairs. It must be a customer; no doubt an order for 
some article, as Hubertine and Angelique heard the 
hum of voices whidi came through the doorway at the 
head of the stairs, which remained open. Then they 
looked up in great astonishment ; for steps were mount- 
ing, and the embroiderer was bringing someone with 
him to the workroom, a most unusual occurrence. And 
the young girl was quite overcome as she recognised 
Feliden. He was dressed simply, like a journeyman 
artist, whose hands are white. Since she no longer 
went to him he had come to her, after days of vain ex- 
pectation and of anxious uncertainty, during which he 
had constantly said to himself that she did not yet love 
him, since she remained hidden from him. 

' Look, my dear child, here is something which will 
be of particular interest to you,' explained Hubert 
< Monsieur wishes to give orders for an exceptional 
piece of work. And, upon my word, that we might 
talk of it at our ease, I prefened that he should come 
up here at once. This is my daughter, sir, to whom 
you must show your drawing.* 

Neither he nor Hubertine had tlie slightest sus- 
picion that this was not the first time the young people 
had met. They approached them only from a senti- 
ment of curiosity to see. But Felicien was, like An- 
gelique, almost stifled with emotion and timidity. As 
be unrolled tb^ design, bis bands trembled, and be was 
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obliged to speak very slowly to hide the change in his 
voice. 

^ It is to be a mitre for Monseignenr the Bishop. 
Yes, certain ladies in the city who wished to make him 
this present charged me with the drawing of the 
different parts, as well as with the superintendence of 
its execution. I am a painter of stained glass, but I 
also occupy myself a great deal with ancient art. You 
will see that I have simply reconstituted a Gothic mitre.' 

Angelique bent over the great sheet of parchment 
which he had spread before her, and started slightly as 
she exclaimed : 

* Oh ! it is Saint Agnes/ 

It was indeed the youthful martyr of but thirteen 
years of age ; the naked virgin clothed with her hair, 
that had grown so long only her little hands and feet 
were seen from under it, just as she was upon the pillar 
at one of the doors of the cathedral ; particularly, how- 
ever, as one found her in the interior of the church, in 
an old wooden statue that formerly was painted, but 
was to-day a light fawn colour, all ^ded by age. She 
occupied the entire front of the mitre, half floating, as 
she was carried towards heaven borne by the angels ; 
while below her, stretched out into the distance, was a 
fine delicate landscape. The other sides and the lap- 
pets were enriched with lancenshaped ornaments of an 
exquisite style. 

'These ladies,' continued Felicien, 'wish to make 
the present on the occasion of the Procession of the 
Miracle, and naturally I thought it my duty to choose 
Saint .A^es.' 

'The idea was a most excellent one,' interposed 
Hubert. 
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And Hubertine added, in her turn : 

^ Monseigneur will be deeply gratified/ 

The so-called Procession of the Miracle, which takes 
place each year on July 28, dates from the time of 
Jean Y. d'Hautecoeur, who instituted it as a thanks- 
giving to God for the miraculous power He had given 
to him and to his race to save Beaumont &om the 
plague. According to the legend, the Hautecceurs are 
indebted for this remarkable gift to the intervention of 
Saint Agnes, of whom they were the greatest admirers ; 
and, since the most ancient time, it has been the custom 
on the anniversary of her f&te to take down the old 
statue of the saint and carry it slowly in a solemn pro- 
cession through the streets of the town, in the pious 
belief that she still continues to disperse and drive away 
all evils. 

' Ah,' at last murmured Angelique, her eyes on the 
design, ^ the Procession of the Miracle. But that will 
come in a few days, and we shall not have time enough 
to finish it.' 

The Huberts shook their heads. In truth, so deli- 
cate a piece of work required the most minute care and 
attention. Yet Hubertine turned towards her daugh- 
ter as she said : 

' I could help you, my dear. I might attend to the 
ornaments, and then you will only have the figure to 
do.' 

Angelique continued to closely examine the figure 
of the saint, and was deeply troubled. She said to 
herself, ^ No, no.' She refused ; she would not give her- 
self the pleasure of accepting. It would be inexcusable 
on her part thus to be an accomplice in a plan, for it 
was evident that Felicien was keeping something back. 
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She was petfecUy sure that he was not poor, and that 
he wore a workman's dress simply as a disguise ; and 
this affected simplicity, all this history, told only that 
he might approach her, pnt her on her guard, amnsed 
and happy though she was, in reality, transfiguring him, 
seeing in him the royal prince that he should be ; so 
thoroughly did she live in the absolute certainty of the 
entire realisation of her dream, sooner or later. 

*No,' she repeated, in a half-whisper, 'we should 
not have the needed time.' 

And without lifting her eyes she continued, as if 
speaking to herself: 

' For the saint, we could use neither the close em- 
broidery nor the lace openwork. It would not be worthy 
her. It should be an embroidery in gold, shaded by silk.' 

* Exactly,' said Pelicien. *That is what I had 
already thought of, for I knew that Mademoiselle had 
re-found the secret of making it. There is still quite a 
pretty little fragment of it at the sacristy.' 

Hubert was quite ezcited. 

*Yes, yes! it was made in the fifteenth century, 
and the work was done by one of my far-off ancestresses. 
.... Shaded gold I Ah, Monsieur, there was never 
anything equal to that in the whole world. But, un- 
fortunately, it took too much time, it cost altogether 
too dear, and, in addition, only a real artist ever suc- 
ceeded in it. Think of it ; it is more than two hundred 
years since anyone has ever attempted such embroidery. 
And if my daughter refuses, you will be obliged to 
give it up entirely, for she is the only person who is 
qualified to undertake it. I do not know of anyone else 
who has the delicacy of fingers and the clearness of 
eye necessary for it.' 
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Hnbertine, who, idnce they had spoken of ihe style 
of the work, realised what a great undertaking it was, 
said, in a quiet, decided tone : 

^ It wonld be utterly impossible to do it in a fort- 
night. It would need the patience and skill of a fairy 
to accomplish it.' 

But Angelique, who had not ceased studying all the 
features of the beautiful martyr, had ended by making 
a discoveiy which delighted her beyond expression. 
Agnes resembled her. In designing from the old 
statue, Feliden certainly thought of her, and this idea 
— ^that she was in his mind, always present with him, 
that he saw her everywhere — softened her resolution to 
avoid him. At last she looked up; she noticed how 
eager he was, and his eyes glistened with so earnest a 
supplication that she was conquered. Still, with the 
intuitive half-malice, the love of tormenting, this 
natural science which comes to all young girls, even 
when they are entirely ignorant of life, she did not 
wish to have the appearance of yielding too readily. 

^ It is impossible,' she repeated. ^ I could not do it 
for anyone.' 

Felicien was in despair. He was sure he understood 
the hidden meaning in her words. It was he whom 
she had refused, as well as the work. As he was about 
to go out of the room, he said to Hubert : 

^ As for the pay, you could have asked any price you 
wished. These ladies gave me leave to offer as much 
as three thousand francs.' 

The household of the Huberts was in no way a selfish 
one ; yet so great a sum startled each member of it. 
The husband and wife looked at each other inquiringly. 
Was it not a pity to lose so advantageous an offer? 
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^ Three thousand francs/ repeated Angeliqne, with 
her gentle voice ; ^ did you eay three thousand francs, 
Monsieur ? ' 

And she, to whom money was nothing, since she had 
never known its value, kept back a smile, a mocking 
smile, which scarcely drew the comers of her mouth, 
rejoicing that she need not seem to yield to the pleasure 
of seeing him, and glad to give him a £eklse opinion of 
herself. 

^ Oh, Monsieur, if you can give three thousand francs 
for it, then I accept. I would not do it for everyone, 
bat from the moment that one is willing to pay so well, 
why, that is different. If it is necessary, I can work on 
it at night, as well as during the day.' 

Hubert and Hubertine then objected, wishing to 
refuse in their turn, for fear the fatigue might be too 
great for her. 

* No,' she replied. * It is never wise to send away 
money that is brought to you. You can depend upon 
me, Monsieur. Your mitre will be ready the evening 
before the procession.' 

Felicien left the design and bade them good-day, for 
he was greatly disappointed, and he had no longer the 
courage to give any new explanations in regard to the 
work, as an excuse for stopping longer. What would 
he gain by doing so ? It was certainly true that she 
did not like him, for she had pretended not to recognise 
him, and had treated him as she would any ordinary 
customer, whose money alone is good to take. At first 
he was angry, as he accused her of being mean-spirited 
and grasping. So much the better! It was ended 
between them, this unspoken romance, and he would 
never think of her again. Then, as he always did 
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think of her, he at last excused her, for was she not 
dependent upon her work to live, and ought she not to 
gain her bread ? 

Two days later he was very unhappy, and he began 
to wander around the house, distressed that he could 
not see her. She no longer went out to walk, she did 
not even go to the balcony, or to the window, as before. 
He was forced to acknowledge that if she cared not for 
him, if in reality she was mercenary, in spite of all, his 
love for her increased daily, as one loves when only 
twenty years of age, without reasoning, following 
merely the drawing of one's heart, simply for the joy 
and the grief of loving. 

One morning he caught a gUmpse of her for a 
moment^ and realised that he could not give her up. 
Now she was his chosen one and no other. YTliatever 
she might be, bad or good, ugly or pretty, poor or rich, 
he would give up his life rather than not be able to 
claim her. 

The third day his sufferings were so great that, not- 
withstanding all his wise resolves, he returned to the 
house of the embroiderers. 

After having rung the bell, he was received as 
before, downstairs, by Hubert, who, on account of the 
want of deamess in his explanations in regard to his 
visit, concluded the best thing to be done was to allow 
him to go upstairs again. 

^ My daughter. Monsieur, wishes to speak to you on 
certain points of the work that I do not quite under- 
stand.' 

Then Felicien stammered, ' If it would not disturb 

Mademoiselle too much, I would like to see how far 

These ladies advised me to personally superintend the 
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work — that is, if by doing so I slioald not be in any- 
one's way/ 

Angeliqne's heart beat viol^itly when she saw him 
oome in. She almost choked, but, making a great 
effort, she controlled herself. The blood did not even 
monnt her cheeks, and With an appearance of calm in- 
difference, she replied : 

^ Oh, nothing ever disturbs me, Monsieur. I can 
work equally well before anyone. As the design is 
yours, it is quite natural that you should wish to follow 
the execution of it.' 

Quite discountenanced by this reception, Felicien 
would not have dared to have taken a seat, had not 
Hubertine welcomed him cordially, as she smiled in her 
sweet, quiet way at this excellent customer. Almost 
immediately she resumed her work, bending over the 
frame where she was embroidering on the sides of the 
mitre the Gh>thic ornaments in guipure, or open lace- 
work. 

On his side, Hubert had just taken down firom the 
wall a banner which was fiidshed, had been stiffened, 
and for two days past had been hung up to dry, and 
which now he wished to relax. No one spoke; the 
three workers kept at their tasks as if no other person 
had been in the room with them. 

. In the midst of this charming quiet, the young man 
litfcle by little grew calmer. When the clock struck 
three, the shadow oX. the Cathedral was already very 
long, and a delicate hal&light entered by the window, 
which was wide open. It was almost like the twilight 
hour, which commenced early in the afternoon for this 
little house, so fresh and green from all the verdure 
that was about it, as it stood by the side of the colossal 
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cburcli. A slight sound of steps was heard on the 
pavement outside ; it was a school of yonng girls being 
taken to Confession. 

In the workroom, the tools, the time-stained walls, 
everything which remained there immovable, seemed to 
sleep in the repose of centuries, and from every comer 
came freshness and rest. A great square of white 
light, smooth and pure, fell upon the frame over which 
Hubertine and Angelique were bending, with their 
delicate profiles in the fawn-coloured reflection of the 
gold. 

* Mademoiselle,' began Felicien, feeling very awk- 
ward, as he realised that he must give some reason for 
his visit — ^ I wish to say, Mademoiselle, that for the 
hair it seems to me it would be better to employ gold 
rather than silk.' 

She raised her head, and the laughing expression of 
hw eyes clearly signified that he need not have taken 
the trouble of coming if he had no other recommenda- 
tion to make. And she looked down again as she 
replied, in a half-mocking tone : 

* There is no doubt about that. Monsieur.' 

He was indeed ridiculous, for he remarked then for 
the first time that it was exactly what she was doing. 
Before her was the design he had made, but tinted with 
water-colours, touched up with gold, with all the 
delicacy of an old miniature, a little softened, like what 
one sees in some prayer books of the fifteenth century. 
And she copied this image with the patience and the 
skill of an artist working with a magnifying glass. 
After having reproduced it with rather heavy strokes 
upon the white silk, tightly stretched and lined with 
heavy linen, she covered this silk with threads of gold 
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carried from the bottom to the top, fastened simply at 
the two ends, so that they were left free and close to each 
other. When using these same threads as a woof, she 
separated them with the point of her needle to find the 
design below. She followed this same drawing, re- 
covered the gold threads with stitches of silk across, 
which she assorted according to the colours of the 
model. In the shaded parts the silk completely hid the 
gold ; in the half-lights the stitches of silk were farther 
and farther apart, while the real lights were made by 
gold alone, entirely uncovered. It was thus the shaded 
gold, that most beautiful of all work, the foundation 
being modified by the silks, making a picture of mellow 
colours as if warmed from beneath by a glory and a 
mystic light. 

' Oh ! ' suddenly said Hubert, who began to stretch 
out the banner by separating with his fingers the cords 
of the trellis, ' tiie masterpiece of a woman who em- 
broidered in the olden time was always in this difficult 
work. To become a member of the Corporation she 
had to make, as it is written in the statutes, a figure by 
itself in shaded gold, a sixth part as tall as if lifensize. 
You would have been received, my Angelique.' 

Again there was an unbroken silence. Felicien 
watched her constantly, as she stooped forward, absorbed 
in her task, quite as if she were entirely alone. For 
the hair of the saint, contrary to the general rule, she 
had had the same idea as he ; that was, to use no silk, 
but to re-cover gold with gold, and she kept ten needles 
at work with this brilliant thread of all shades, from 
the dark red of dying embers, to the pale, delicate 
yellow tint of the leaves of the forest trees in the 
autumn. Agnes was thus covered from her neck to her 
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ankles with a stream of golden hair. It began at the 
back of her head, covered her body with a thick 
mantle, flowed in front of her firom the shoulders in 
two waves which united under the chin, and fell down 
to her feet in one wavy sheet. It was, indeed, the 
miraculous hair, a &buIous fleece, with heavy twists 
and curls, a glorious, starry efflorescence, the warm and 
living robe of the saint, perfumed with its pure 
nudity. 

That day Felicien could do nothing but watch 
Angelique as she embroidered the curls, following the 
exact direction of their rolling with her little pointed 
stitches, and he never wearied of seeing the hair grow 
and radiate under her magic needle. Its weight, and 
the great quivering with which it seemed to be unrolled 
at one turn, disturbed him. 

Hubertine, occupied in sewing on spangles, hiding 
the thread with which each one was attached with a 
tiny round of gold twist, lifted up her head &om time 
to time and gave him a calm motherly look, whenever 
she was obliged to throw into the waste-basket a spangle 
that was not well made. 

Hubert, who had just taken away the side pieces of 
wood, that he might unstitch the banner from the frame, 
was about folding it up carefriUy. And at last, Feli- 
cien, whose embarrassment was greatly increased by 
this unbroken silence, realised that it was best for him 
to take leave, since as yet he had not been able to think 
of any of the suggestions which he had said he intended 
to make. 

He rose, blushed, and stammered : 

^ I will return another day. I find that I have so 
badly succeeded in reproducix]ig the charming design of 
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On another one, which is called the chasuble of 
Naintr^, the Virgin is seated in majesty, with richly- 
wrought sandals on her feet, and holdhig the Infant 
Jesus on her knees. Others, and still others of marvel- 
lous workmanship were alluded to, venerable not only 
from their great age and the beautiful faith that they 
expressed, but from a richness unknown in our time, 
preserving the odour of the incense of tabernacles and 
the mystic light which seemed to come from the slightly- 
faded gold. 

^ Ah I ' sighed Angelique, ^ all those exquisite things 
are finished now. We can only find certain tones to 
remind us of their perfection.* 

With feverish hands and sparkling eyes she stopped 
working when Felicien related to her the history of the 
most noted men and women who were embroiderers in 
the olden time — Simonne de Gaules, Colin Jolye, and 
others whose names have come down to us through the 
ages. Then, after a few moments, she took up her 
needles again, and made them fly vigorously, as she 
appeared transfigured, and guarded on her face the 
traces of the delight her artist nature had received in 
listening to all these accounts. Never had she seemed 
to him more beautiful, so enthusiastic was she, so 
maidenly and so pure, seated there in the brighter sur- 
roundings of so many coloured silks, applying herself 
with unfailing exactitude to her work, into the slightest 
details of which she put her whole soul. When he 
had left off speaking he looked at her earnestly, until 
roused by the silence, she realised the excited state 
into which all these histories had thrown her, and 
became as embarrassed as if she had done something 
wrong. 
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' Oh, dear, look ; all my silks are entangled again ! 
Mother, please not to move abont so mudi/ 

Hnbertine, who had not stirred at all, was amused, 
but simply smiled without saying anything. At first 
she had been rather disturbed by the constant attentions 
of the young man, and had talked the matter over 
thoroughly with Hubert one evening in their room. 
But they could not help being drawn towards him, 
and as in every respect his appearance was good and 
his manners perfectly respectful, they concluded it 
was not necessary to object to interviews from which 
Angelique derived so mudi happiness. So matters 
were allowed to take their way, and she watched over 
the young people with a loving air of protection. 

Moreover, she herself for many days had been op- 
pressed by the lamenting caresses of her husband, who 
seemed never to weary of asking her if he had been 
forgiven. This month was the anniversary of the time 
when they had lost their child, and each year at this 
date they had the same regrets and the same longings ; 
he, trembling at her feet, happy to realise that he was 
pardoned; she, loving and distressed, blaming herself 
for everything, and despairing that Fate had been inex- 
orable to all their prayers. They spoke of all this to 
no one, were the same to outsiders in every way, but 
this increase of tenderness between them came from 
their room like a silent perfume, disengaged itself from 
their persons at the least movement, by each word, and 
by their way of looking at each other, when it seemed 
as if for the moment they almost exchanged souls. All 
this was like the grave accompaniment, the deep con- 
tinuous bass, upon which sang in clear notes the two 
hearts of the young couple. 
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One week had passed, and the work on the mitre 
advanced. These daily meetings had assumed a great 
and sweet familiarity. 

' The forehead should be very high, should it not? 
Without any trace of eyebrows ? ' 

^ Yes, very high, and not the slightest shade. Quite 
like an old miniature.' 

* Will you pass me the white silk ? ' 

* Wait a minute, that I may thread it.' 

He helped her, and this union of work put them at 
their ease. It made the occupation of each day seem 
perfectly natural to them both, and without a word of 
love ever having been spoken, withouS their hands 
having once met by a voluntary touch, the bond between 
them grew stronger each hour, and they were hence- 
forth eternally united one to the other. It was suffi- 
cient for them to have lived until now. 

^ Father, what are you doing that we no longer hear 
you?' 

She turned and saw Hubert, who was occupied in 
winding a long spool, as his eyes were fixed abstractedly 
on his wife. 

' I am preparing some gold thread for your mother.' 

And from the reel taken to his wife, from the mute 
thanks of Hubertine, from the constant little attentions 
her husband gave her, there was a warm, caressing 
breath which surrounded and enveloped Angelique and 
Felicien as they both bent again over the frame. The 
workroom itself, this ancient hall, as it might almost be 
called, with its old tools and its peace of other age^, 
was an unconscious accomplice in this work of union. 
It seemed so far away fit>m the noise of the street, re- 
mote as if in dreamy depths, in this country of good, 
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simple souls, where miracles reign, the easy realisation 
of all joys. 

In five days the mitre was to be finished; and 
Angeliqne, now sure that it would be ready to be de- 
livered, and that she would even have twenty-four hours 
to spare, took a long breath of satisfaction, and seemed 
suddenly astonished at finding Felicien so near her, 
with his elbows on the trestle. Had they really become 
such intimate firiends? She no longer attempted to 
struggle against what she realised was his conquering 
power; her half-malicious smiles ceased at what he 
tried to keep back, and which she so well understood, in 
spite of his subterfuges. What was it, then, that had 
made her as if asleep, in her late restless waiting ? And 
the eternal question returned, the question that she 
asked herself every evening when she went to her room. 
Did she love him ? For hours, in the middle of her 
great bed, she had turned over again and again these 
words, seeking for meanings she could not find, and 
thinking she was too ignorant to explain them. But 
that night, all at once, she felt her heart was softened 
by some inexplicable happiness. She cried nervously, 
without reason, and hid her head in her pillow that no 
one might hear her. 

Yes, now she loved him ; she loved him enough to 
be willing to die for him. But why ? But how ? She 
could not tell, she never would know ; simply from her 
whole heart came the cry that she did indeed love him. 
The light had come to her at last ; this new, overpower* 
ing joy overwhelmed her like the most ardent rays of 
the sun. 

For a long time her tears flowed, but not fix)m 
sorrow. On the contrary, she was filled with an inex« 
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plicable confusion of happiness that was indefinable^ 
regretting now, more deeply than ever, that she had not 
made a wnjUjoimie of Hnbertine. To-day her secret 
burdened her, and she made an earnest vow to herself 
that henceforth she would be as cold as an icicle to- 
wards FelicieUi and would suffer everything rather than 
allow him to see her tenderness. He should never know 
it. To love him, merely to love him, without even 
acknowledging it, that was the punishment, the trial she 
must undergo to pardon her fault. It would be to her 
in reality a delicious suffering. She thought of the 
martyrs of whom she had read in the * Golden Legend,' 
and it seemed to her that she was their sister in tortur* 
ing herself in this way, and that her guardian angel, 
Agnes, would look at her henceforward with sadder, 
sweeter eyes than ever. 

The following day Angelique finished the mitre. 
She had embroidered with split silk, light as gossamer, 
the little hands and feet, which were the only points of 
white, naked flesh that came out from the royal mantle 
of golden hair. She perfected the face with all the 
delicacy of the purest lily, wherein the gold seemed like 
the blood in the veins under the delicate, silken skin. 
And this face, radiant as the sun, was turned heaven- 
ward, as the youthful saint was borne upward by the 
angels toward the distant horizon of the blue plain. 

When Pelicien entered that day, he exclaimed yrith 
admiration : 

* Oh ! how exactly she looks like you.* 

It was an involuntary expression ; an acknowledg- 
ment of the resemblance he had purposely put in the 
design. He realised the fact after he had spoken, and 
blushed deeply. 
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^ That is indeed true, my little one ; she has the 
same beautiful eyes that yon have,' said Hubert, who 
had oome forward to examine the work. 

Hubertine merely smiled now, having made a similar 
remark many days before, and she was surprised and 
grieved when she heard Angelique reply in a harsh, 
disagreeable tone of voice, like what she sometimes had 
in her fits of obstinacy years ago: 

< My beautiful eyes ! Why will you make fun of me 
in that way? I know as well as you do that I am very 
ugly/ 

Then, getting up, she shook out her dress, over- 
acting her assumed character of a harsh, avaricious girl. 

^ Ah, at last ! It is really finished I I am thankful, 
for it was too much of a task, too heavy a burden on my 
shoulders. Do you know, I would never undertake to 
make another one for the same price ? ' 

Felicien listened to her in amazement. Gould it be 
that after all she still cared only for money ? Had he 
been mistaken when he thought at times she was so e:ic- 
quisitely tender, and so passionately devoted to her 
artistic work ? Did she in reality wish for the pay her 
labour brought her ? and was she so indifferent that she 
rejoiced at the completion of her task, wishing neither 
to see nor to hear of it again ? For several days he had 
been discouraged as he sought in vain for some pretext 
of continuing, later on, visits that gave him such plea- 
sure. But, alas I it was plain that she did not care for 
him in the least, and that she never would love him. 
His suffering was so great that he grew very pale and 
could scarcely speak. 

^ But, Mademoiselle, will you not make up the 
mitre?' 




^ She has the same beautiful eyes that you have.' 
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'No, mother can do it so mncli better than I can. 
I am too happy at the thought thati have nothing more 
to do with it/ 

*But do you not like the work which^yeojo tso 
weU?' 

* I ? I do not like anything in the world.' 
Hnbertine was obliged to speak to her sternly, and 

tell her to be quiet. She then begged Felicien to be so 
good as to pardon her nervous child, who was a little 
weary from her long-contiaued application. * She added 
that the mitre would be at his disposal at an early hour 
on the following morning. It was the same as if she 
had asked him to go away, but he could not leave. He 
stood and looked around him- in this old workroom, 
filled with shade and with peace, and it seemed to him 
as if he were being driven from Paradise. He had spent 
so many sweet hours there in the illusion of his brightest 
fancies, that it was like tearing his very heart-strings 
to think all this was at an end. What troubled him 
the worst was his inability to explain matters, and that 
he could only take with him such a fearful uncertainty. 
At last he said good-day, resolved to risk everything at 
the first opportunity rather than not to know the truth. 
Scarcely had he closed the door when Hubert 
asked: 

* What is the matter with you, my dear child ? Are 
you ill?' 

' No, indeed. It is simply that I am tired of having 
that young man here. I do not wish to see him 
again.' 

Then Hubertine added : * Very well ; you will not 
see him again. But nothing should ever prevent one 
from being polite.' 
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Angelique, making some trivial ezcnse, harried ap 
to her room as quickly as possible. Then she gave free 
conrse to her tears. Ah, how intensely happy she was, 
yet how she suffered ! Her poor, dear beloved ; he was 
sad enough when he found he must leave her! But 
she must not forget that she had made a vow to the 
saints, that although sbe loved him better than life, he 
iihould never know it. 
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CHAPTER Vin 

On the evening of this same day, immediately after 
leaving the dinner-table, Angeliqne complained of not 
being at all well, and went up at once to her room. 
The agitation and excitement of the morning, her 
struggles against her true self, had quite exhausted 
her. She made haste to go to bed, and covering her 
head with the sheet, with a desperate feeling of dis- 
appearing for ever if she could, again the tears came 
to her relief. 

The hours passed slowly, and soon it was night — a 
warm July night, the heavy, oppressive quiet of which 
entered through the window, which had been left wide 
open. In the dark heavens glistened a multitude of 
stars. It must have been nearly eleven o'clock, and 
the moon, already grown quite thin in its last quarter, 
would not rise until midnight. 

And in the obscure chamber, Angelique still wept 
nervously a flow of inexhaustible tears, seemingly with- 
out reason, when a slight noise at her door ^caused her 
to lift up her head. 

There was a short silence, when a voice called her. 
tenderly. 

* Angelique I Angelique I My darling child ! * 

She recognised the voice of Hubertine. Without 
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doubt the latter, in her room with her husband, had just 
heard the distant sonnd of sobbing, and anzions, half- 
nndressed, she had come upstairs to find out what was 
the matter with her daughter. 

* Angelique, are you ill, my dear ? ' 

Betaining her breath, the young girl made no 
answer. She did not wish to be unldnd, but her one 
absorbing idea at this moment was of solitude. To be 
alone was the only possible alleviation of her trouble. 
A word of consolation, a caress, even from her mother, 
would have distressed her. She imagined that she saw 
her standing at the other side of the door, and from the 
delicacy of the rustling movement on the tiled floor 
she thought she must be barefooted. Two or three 
udnutes passed, and she knew the kind watcher had 
not left her place, but that, stooping, and holding with 
her beautiful hands the clothing so carelessly thrown 
over her, she still listened at the keyhole. 

Hubertine, hearing nothing more, not even % sigh, 
did not like to call again. She was very sure that she 
had heard sobs ; but if the child had at last been able 
to sleep, what good would it do to awaken her? She 
waited, however, another moment, troubled by the 
thought of a grief which her daughter hid from her, 
confusedly imagining what it might be from the tender 
emotion with which her heart seemed filled from sym- 
pathy. At last she concluded to go down as she had 
come up, quietly, her hands being so familiar with every 
turning that she needed no candle, and leaving behind 
her no other sound than the soft, light touch of her 
bare feet. 

Then, sitting up in bed, Angelique in her turn 
listened. So profound was the outward silence that 
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die ootild clearly distingaish the slight pressare of the 
heel on the edge of each step of the stairway. At the 
foot, the door of the chamber was opened, th^i closed 
again ; afterward, she heard a scarcely-distinct mnrmnr, 
an affectionate, yet sad blending of voices in a half- 
whisper. No doubt it was what her father and mother 
were saying of her ; the fears and the hopes they had in 
regard to her. For a long time that continued, although 
they must have put out their light and gonid to bed. 

Never before had any night sounds in this old house 
mounted in this way to her ears. Ordinarily, she slept 
the heavy, tranquil sleep of youth ; she heard nothing 
whatever after placing her head upon her pillow ; whilst 
now, in the wakefulness caused by the inner combat 
against an almost overpowering sentiment of affection 
which she was determined to conquer, it seemed to 
her as if the whole house were in unison with her, that 
it was also in love, and mourned like herself. Were .^ 
not the Huberts, too, sad, as they stifled their tears 
and thought of the child they had lost long ago, whose 
place, alas ! had never been filled ? She knew nothing 
of this in reality, but she had a sensation in this warm 
night of the watch of her parents below her, and oi 
the disappointment in their lives, which they could not 
forget, notwithstanding their great love for each other, 
which was always as firesh as when they were young. 

Whilst she was seated in this way, listening in 
the house that trembled and sighed, Angelique lost all 
self-control, and again the tears rolled down her &ce, 
silently, but warm and living, as if they were her life's 
blood. One question above all others had troubled her 
since the early morning, and had grieved her deeply. 
Was she right in having sent away Felicien in despair, 

LS 
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stabbed to the heart by her coldneBS^ and with the 
thought that she did not love him ? She knew that 
8he did love him, yet she had willingly caused him to 
suffer, and now in her tnm she was suffering intensely. 
Why should there be so much pain connected with 
love? Did the saints wish for tears? Could it be 
that Agnes, her guardian angel, was angry in the know- 
ledge that she was happy? Now, for the first time, 
she was distracted by a doubt. Before this, whenever 
she thought of the hero she awaited, and who must 
come sooner or later, she had arranged everything much 
more satisfactorily. When the right time arrived he 
was to enter her very room, where she would immedi- 
ately recognise and welcome him, when they would 
both go away together, to be united for evermore. But 
how different was the reality ! He had come, and, in- 
stead of what she had foreseen, their meeting was most 
unsatisfactory; they were equally unhappy, and were 
eternally separated. To what purpose? Why had 
this result come to pass ? Who had exacted from her 
so strange a vow, that, although he might be very dear 
to her, she was never to let him know it ? 

But, yet again, Angelique was especially grieved 
from the fear that she might have been bad and done 
some very wrong thing. Perhaps the original sin that 
was in her had manifested itself again as when she was 
a little girl ! She thought over all her acts of pretended 
indifference : the mocking air with which she had re- 
ceived Felicien, and the malicious pleasure she took in 
giving him a false idea of herself. And the astonish- 
ment at what she had done, added to a cutting remorse 
for her cruelty, increased her distress. Now, her whole 
heart was filled with a deep infinite pity for the suffer- 
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ing she had caused him without really meaning to 
do so. 

She saw him constantly before her, as he was when 
he left the house in the morning : the despairing ex- 
pression of his face, his troubled eyes, his trembling 
lips ; and in imagination she followed him through the 
streets, as he went home, pale, utterly desolate, and 
wounded to the heart's core by her. Where was he 
now ? Perhaps at this hour he was really ill ! 

She wrung her hands in agony, distressed that she 
could not at once repair the evil she had done. Ah ! 
how she revolted at the idea of having made another 
suffer, for she had always wished to be good, and to 
render those about her as happy as possible. 

Twelve o'clock would ere long ring out from the 
old church-tower ; the great elms of the garden of the 
Bishop's palace hid the moon, which was just appearing 
above the horizon, and the chamber was still dark. 
Then, letting her head fall back upon the pillow, 
Angelique dwelt no longer upon these disturbing ques- 
tions, as she wished to go to sleep. But this she could 
not do ; although she kept her eyes closed, her mind 
was still active ; she thought of the flowers which every 
night during the last fortnight she had found when she 
went upstairs upon the balcony before her window. 
Each evening it was a lovely bouquet of violets, which 
Felicien had certainly thrown there from the Clos-Marie. 
She recollected having told him that flowers generally 
gave her a sick headache, whilst violets alone had the 
singular virtue of calming her, and so he had sent her 
quiet nights, a perfumed sleep refreshed by pleasant 
dreams. This evening she had placed the bouquet by 
her bedside. All at once she had the happy Uiought 
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of taking it into her bed with her, putting it near her 
cheek, and, little by little, being soothed with its sweet 
breath. Hie purple blossoms did indeed do her good. 
Not that she slept, however ; but she lay there with 
closed eyes, penetrated by the refreshing odour that 
came from his gift ; happy to await events, in a repose 
and confident abandonment of her whole being. 

But suddenly she started. It was past midnight. 
She opened her eyes, and was astonished to find her 
chamber filled witii a dear bright light. Above the 
great elms the moon rose slowly, dimming the stars in 
the pale sky. Through the window she saw the apse 
of the cathedral, almost white, and it seeimed to her as 
if it were the reflection of this whiteness which entered 
her room, like the light of the dawn, fresh and pure. 
The whitewashed walls and beams, all this blank nudity 
was increased by it, enlarged, and moved back as if it 
were unreal as a dream. 

She still recognised, however, the old, dark, oaken 
frimiture — ^the wardrobe, the chest and the chairs, with 
the shining edges of their elaborate carvings. The 
bedstead alone — this great square, royal couch — seemed 
new to her, as if she saw it for the first time, with its 
high columns supporting its canopy of old-fiishioned, 
rose-tinted cretonne, now bathed with such a sheet of 
deep moonlight that she half thought she was on a 
|cloud in the midst of the heavens, borne along by a 
'flight of silent, invisible wings. For a moment she 
< felt the full swinging of it; it did not seem at all strange 
or unnatural to her. But her sight soon grew accus- 
tomed to the reality ; her bed was again in its usual 
comer, and she was in it, not moving her head, her 
eyes alone turning from side to side, as she lay in the 
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midst of this lake of beaming rays, yrith the bouquet of 
violets upon her lips. 

Why was it that she was thus in a state of waiting ? 
Why could she not sleep ? She was now sure that she 
expected someone. That she had grown quite calm 
was a sign that her hero was about to appear. This 
consoling light, which put to flight the darkness of all 
bad dreams, announced his arrival. He was on his 
way, and the moon, whose brightness almost equalled 
that of the sun, was simply his forerunner. She must 
be ready to greet him. 

The chamber was as if hung with white velvet now, 
so they could see each other well. Then she got up, 
dressed herself thoroughly, putting on a simple white 
gown of foulard, the same she had worn the day of their 
excursion to the ruins of Hautecceur. She did not 
braid her hair, but let it hang over her shoulders. She 
put a pair of slippers upon her bare feet, and drawing 
an armchair in front of the window, seated herself, and 
waited in patience. 

Angelique did not pretend to know how he would 
appear. Without doubt, he would not come up the stairs, 
and it might be that she would simply see him over the 
dos-Marie, while she leaned from the balcouy. Still, 
she kept her place on the threshold of the window, as 
it seined to her useless to go and watch for him just 
yet. So vague was her idea of real life, so mystic was 
love, that she did not understand in her imaginative 
nature why he might not pass through the walls, like 
the saints in the legends. Why should not miracles 
come now, as in the olden days, for had not all this 
been ordained from the beginning ? 

Not for a moment did she think she was alone to 
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receive Iiim. No, indeed ! she felt as if she were sur- 
ronnded by the crowd of virgins who had always been 
near her, since her early youth. They entered on the 
rays of the moonlight, they came from the great dark 
trees with their blue-green tops in the Bishop's garden, 
from the most intricate comers of the entanglement of 
the stone front of the Cathedral. From all the &miliar 
and beloved horizon of the Chevrotte, from the willows, 
the grasses, and bushes, the young girl heard the 
dreams which came back to her, the hopes, the desires, 
the visions, all that which she had put of herself into 
inanimate objects as she saw them daily, and which 
they now returned to her. Never had the voices of the 
invisible unknown spoken so clearly. She listened to 
them as they came from a&r, recognising particularly 
in this warm, beautiful night, so calm that there was 
not the slightest movement in the air, the delicate 
sound which she was wont to call the fluttering of the 
robe of Agnes, when her dear guardian angel came to 
her side. She laughed quietly to know that she was 
now by her, and waiting with tJie others who were near 
her. 

Time passed, but it did not seem long to Angelique. 
She was quite unconscious of what was passing around 
her. It appeared to her perfectly natural, and exactly 
as it had been foretold, when at last she saw Felicien 
striding over the balustrade of the balcony. 

His tall figure came out in full relief before the 
background of the white sky ;-he did not approach the 
open window, but remained in its luminous shadow. 

^ Do not be afraid. It is I. I have come to see 
you.' 

She was not in the slightest way alarmed; sha 
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simply thought that he was exact to the hoar of meet- 
ing, and said calmly: 

* You mounted by the timber firamework, did younot?* 

* Yes, by the framework/ 

The idea of this way made her laugh, and he him- 
self was amused by it. He had in fact pulled himself 
up by the pent-house shed ; then, climbing along the 
principal rafters from there, whose ends were supported 
by the string-course of the first story, he had without 
difficulty reached the balcony. 

* I was expecting you. Will you not come nearer 
me?' 

Felicien, who had arrived in a state of anger, not 
knowing how he had dared to come, but with many 
wild ideas in his head, did not move, so surprised and 
delighted was he by this unexpected reception. As he 
had come at last, Angelique was now certain that the 
saints did not prohibit her from loving, for she heard 
them welcoming him with her by a laugh as delicate 
as a breath of the night. Where in the world had she 
ever found so ridiculous an idea as to think that Agnes 
would be angry with her! On the contrary, Agnes 
was radiant witii a joy that she felt as it descended on 
her shoulders and enveloped her like a caress from two 
great wings. All those who had died for love showed 
great compassion for youthful troubles, and only re- 
turned to earth on summer nights, that, although in- 
visible, they might watch those young hearts who were 
sorrowful fh)m affection. 

' But why do you not come to me ? I was waiting 
for yon.* 

Then, hesitatingly, Felicien approached. He had 
been so excited, so carried away by anger at her indif- 
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ference, that lie had said she should be made to love 
him, and that, were it necessary, he would carry her 
away even against her will. And lo ! now finding her 
so gentle as he penetrated almost to the entrance of 
this chamber, so pure and white, he became subdued at 
once, and as gentle and submissive as a child. 

He took three steps forward. But he was afraid, 
and not daring to go farther, he fell on his knees at the 
end of the balcony. 

'Could you but know/ he said, Hhe abominable 
tortures I have passed through. I have never imagined 
a worse suffering. Really, the only true grief is to 
think that you are not beloved by the person to whom 
you have given your affection. I would willingly give 
up all else; would consent to be poor, dying fix>m 
hunger, or racked by pain ; but I will not pass another 
day with this terrible doubt gnawing at my heart, of 
thinking that you do not love me. Be good, I pray 
you, and pity me.' 

She listened to him, silent, overcome with com- 
passion, yet very happy withal. 

' This morning you sent me away in such a dread- 
ful manner! I had fancied to myself that you had 
changed your feelings towards me, and that, appreciat- 
ing my affection, you liked me better. But, alas! I 
found you exactly as you had been on the first day, 
cold, indifferent, treating me as you would have done 
any other simple customer who passed, recalling me 
harshly to the commonplaces of life* On the stair- 
way I staggered. Once outside, I ran, and was a&aid 
I might scream aloud. Then, the moment I reached 
home, it seemed to me I should stifle were I to enter 
the house. So I rushed out into the fields, walking 
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Btill recall my fear on tibe evening when you forced me 
to run so fast through the grass with my bare feet. Oh, 
yes, I have not forgotten anything — ^not the slightest 
thing/ 

At this last sentence her voice, pure and crystalline, 
was a little broken by the thought of those magic words 
of the young man, the power of which she felt so deeply 
when he said, *I love you,' and a deep blush passed 
over her face. And he — ^he listened to her with 
delight. 

' It is indeed true that I did wrong to tease you. 
When one is ignorant, one is often so foolish. One does 
^ many things which seem necessary, simply from the 
^\ fear of being found fault with if following the impulses 
/ >f the heart. But my remorse for all this was deep, 
^\iind my sufferings, in consequence, were as great as 
X^urs. Were I to try to explain all this to you, it 
would be quite impossible for me to do so. When you 
came to us with your drawing of Saint Agnes, oh ! I 
could have cried out, " Thank you, thank you ! " I was 
perfectly enchanted to work for you, as I thought you 
would certainly make us a daily visit. And yet, think 
of it ! I pretended to be indifferent, as if I had taken 
upon myself the task of doing all in my power to drive 
you from the house. Has one ever the need of being 
wilfully unhappy ? Whilst in reality I longed to wel- 
come you and to receive you with open hands, there 
seemed to be in the depths of my nature another woman 
than myself, who revolted, who was afraid of and mis« 
trusted you — ^whose delight it was to torture you with 
uncertainty, in the vague idea of setting up a quarrel, 
the cause of which, in a time long passed, had been 
quite forgotten. I am not always good ; often in my 
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Bonl things seem to creep np that I cannot explain oi 
account for. The worst of all was that I dared to speak 
to you of money. Fancy it, then ! Of money ! I, who 
have never thought of it^ who would accept chariots of 
it, only for the pleasure of making it rain down as I 
wished, among the needy ! What a malicious amuse- 
ment I gave myself in thus calumniating my character. 
Will you ever forgive me ? * 
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'I Iiave told a fiJaehood to your parents.' 

^ Yes, I know it,' she said as she smiled. 

^No, yon do not know it; yon oonld not possibly 
know it, for all that happened too long ago. I only 
paint on glass for my own pleasnie, and as a mmple 
amusement ; yon really onght to be told of that.' 

Then, with a qnick movement, she pat her hand on 
his mouth, as if she wished to prevent this explana- 
tion. 

^I do not care to hear any more. I have been 
expecting yon. I knew that sooner or later yon would 
come, and you have done so. That is all-safficient.' 

They talked no longer for a while. That little hand 
over his lips seemed almost too great a happiness for 
him. 

' When the right time comes, then I shaU know all. 
Yet I assure you that I am ignorant of nothing a>n- 
nected with you, for everything had been revealed to 
me before our first meeting. You were to be, and can 
be, only the handsomest, the richest, and the most noble 
of men, the one above all others ; for that has ever been 
my dream, and in the sure certainty of its full accom- 
plishment I wait calmly. You are the chosen iiero who 
it was ordained should come, and I am yours.' 

A second time she interrapted herself in the tremor 
of the words she pronounced. She did not appear to 
say them by herself alone ; they came to her as if sent 
by the beautiiul night from the great white heavens^ 
from the old trees, and the aged stones sleef^iug outside 
and dreaming aloud the &ncies of the young girl. From 
behind her voices also whispered them to her, the voices 
of her friends in the * Gk>lden Legend/ with whom she 
had peopled the air and the space around her. In this 
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atmosphere she had ever lived — mysticism, in which 
she revelled until it seemed fact on one side, and the 
daily work of life on the other. Nothing seemed strange 
to her. 

Now but one word remained to be said — that which 
would express all the long waiting, the slow creation of 
affection, the constantly increasing fever of restlessness. 
It escaped from her lips like a cry irom a distance, from 
the white flight of a bird mounting upward in the light 
of the early dawn, in the pure whiteness of the chamber 
behind her. 

* I love you.* 

Angelique, her two hands spread out, bent forward 
towards Felicien. And he recalled to himself the even- 
ing when she ran barefooted through the grass, making 
so adorable a picture that he pursued her in order to 
stammer in her ear these same words : ' I love you.' 
He knew that now she was simply replying to him with 
the same cry of affection, the eternal cry, which at last 
came from her freely-opened heart. 

* Yes, I love you. I am yours. Lead the way, and 
I will follow you wherever it may be.' 

In this surrender of her soul she gave herself to hiir 
fully and entirely. It was the hereditary flame relighted 
within her — ^the pride and the passion she thought had 
been conquered, but which awoke at the wish of her 
beloved. He trembled before this innocence, so ardent 
and 80 ingenuous. He took her hands gently, and 
crossed them upon her breast. For a moment he 
looked at her, radiant with the intense happiness her 
confession had given him, unwilling to wound her deli- 
cacy in the slightest degree, and not thinking of yield- 
ing to the temptation of even kissing her hair. 

MS 
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* You lore me, and you know that I lore you ! Ah ! 
what bliss there is in such knowledge/ 

But they were, suddenly drawn from their ecstatic 
state by a change about them. What did it all mean ? 
They realised that now they were looking at each othei 
under a great white light. It seemed to them as if the 
brightness of the moon had been increased, and was as 
resplendent as that of the sun. It was in reality the 
daybreak, a slight shade of which already tinged with 
purple the tops of the elm-trees in the neighbouring 
gardens. What? It could not be possible that the 
dawn had come ? They were astonished by it, for they 
did not realise so long a time had passed since they 
began to talk together on the balcony. She had as yet 
told him nothing, and he had so many things he wished 
to say! 

^ Oh, stay one minute more, only one minute ! * he 
exclaimed. 

The daylight advanced still faster — ^the smiling 
morning, already warm, of what was to be a hot day in 
summer. One by one the stars were extinguished, and 
with them fled the wandering visions, and all the host 
of invisible friends seemed to mount upward and to 
glide away on the moon's rays. 

Now, in the full, clear light, the room behind them 
had only its ordinary whiteness of walls and ceiling, 
and seemed quite empty with its old-fashioned furniture 
of dark oak. The velvet hangings were no longer 
there, and the bedstead had resumed its original shape, 
as it stood half hidden by the falling of one of its cur- 
tains. 

* Do stay ! Let me be near you only one minute 
more I ' 
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Angeliqne, having risen, refased, and begged 
Felicien to leave immediately. Since the day had 
come, she had grown confused and anxious. The 
reality was now here. At her right hand, she seemed 
to hear a delicate movement of wings, whilst her hair 
was gently blown, although there was not the slightest 
breath of wind. Was it not Saint Agnes, who, having 
remained until the last, was now forced to leave, driven 
away by the sun ? 

* No, leave me, I beg of you. I am unwilling you 
should stay longer.' 

Then Felicien, obedient, withdrew. 

To know that he was beloved was enough for him, 
and satisfied him. Still, before leaving the balcony, he 
turned, and looked at her again fixedly, as if he wished 
to carry away with him an indelible remembrance of 
her. They both smiled at each other as they stood thus, 
bathed with light, in this long caressing look. 

At last he said : 

* I love you.' 

And she gently repeated : 

* I love you.* 

That was all, and he had in a moment, with the 
agility of a bird, gone down the woodwork of the comer 
of the building, while she, remaining on the balcony, 
leaned on the balustrade and watched him, with her 
tender, beautiful eyes. She had taken the bouquet of 
violets and breathed the perfume to cool her feverish- 
ness. When, in crossing the Clos-Marie, he lifted his 
head, he saw that she was kissing the flowers. 

Scarcely had Felicien disappeared behind the wil- 
lows, when Angelique was disturbed by hearing below 
the opening of the house-door. Four o'clock had just 
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Btrack, and no one was in the haUt of getting up nntil 
two hours later. Her surpriae increased when she 
recognised Hubertine, as it was always Hubert who 
went down the first. She saw her follow slowly the 
walks of the narrow garden, her arms hanging listlesdy 
at her sides, as if, after a restless, sleepless night, a 
feeling of suffocating, a need of breaching the fresh air, 
had made her leave her room so early. And Hubertine 
was really very beautiful, with her clothes so hastily 
put on ; and die seemed veiy weary — ^happy, but in the 
deepest grief. 

The morning of the next day, on waking from a 
sound sleep of eight hours, one of those sweet, de^, 
refreshing sleeps that come after some great hapiHnesa, 
Angelique ran to her window. The sky was clear, the 
air pure, and the fine weather had returned after a 
heavy shower of the previous evening. Delighted, she 
called out joyously to Hubert, who was just opening 
the blinds below her : 

' Father ! &ther ! do look at the beautiful sunlight ; 
Oh, how glad I am, for the procession will be 
superb ! ' 

Dressing herself as quickly as possible, she hurried 
to go downstairs. It was on that day, July 28, 
that the Procession of the Miracle would pass through 
the streets of the upper town. Every summer at this 
date it was also a festival for the embroiderers; all work 
was put aside, no needles were threaded^ but the day 
was passed in ornamenting the house, after a traditional 
arrangement that had been transmitted from mother to 
daughter for four hundred years. 

All the while that she was taking her coffesi 
Angelique talked of the hangings. 
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^ Mo&er, we must look at them at onoe, to Bee if 
they are in good order.' 

* We have plenty of time before us, my dear/ replied 
Hnbertine, in her qoiet way. ^ We shall not put them 
np ontil afternoon.' 

The decorations in question consisted of three large 
panels of the most admirable anci^it embroidery, which 
the Huberts guarded with the greatest care as a sacred 
family relic, and which they brought out once a year 
on the occasion of the passing of this special pro- 
cession. 

The previous evening, according to a time-honoured 
custom, the Master of the Ceremonies, the good Abb6 
Gomille, had gone from door to door to notify the 
inhabitants of the route which would be taken by the 
bearers of the statue of Saint Agnes, accompanied by 
Monseigneur the Bishop, carrying the Holy Sacrament. 
For more than five centuries this route had been the 
same. The departure was made from the portal of Saint 
Agnes, then by the Bue des Orf^vres to the Grand 
Hue, to the Bue Basse, and after having gone through 
the whole of the lower town, it returned by the Bue 
Magloire and the Place du Cloltre, to reappear again 
at the great front entrance of the Church. And the 
dwellers on all these streets, vieing with each other in 
their sseal, deccNrated their windows, hung upon their 
walls their richest possessions in silks, satins, velvets, 
or tapestry, and strewed the pavements with flowers, 
particularly with the leaves of roses and carnations. 

Angelique was very impatient until permission had 
been given her to take from the drawers, where they 
had been quietly resting for the past twelve months, the 
three pieces of embroidery. 
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* They are in perfect order, mother. Nothing hu 
happened to them/ she said, as she looked at them, en- 
raptured. 

She had with the greatest care removed the mass of 
silk paper that protected them firom the dost, and thej 
now appeared in all their beauty. The three were 
consecrated to Mary. The Blessed Virgin receiving the 
visit of the Angel of the Annunciation; the Virgin 
Mother at the foot of the Gross ; and the Assumption of 
the Virgin. They were made in the fifteenth century, 
of brightly coloured silks wrought on a golden back- 
ground, and were wonderfully well preserved. The 
family had always refused to sell them, although very 
large sums had been offered by different churches, and 
they were justly proud of their possession. 

' Mother dear, may I not hang them up to-day ? * 

All these preparations required a great deal of time. 
Hubert was occupied the whole forenoon in cleaning the 
front of the old building. He fastened a broom to 
the end of a long stick, that he might dust all the 
wooden panels decorated with bricks, as far as the 
framework of the roof; then with a sponge he washed 
all the sub-basement of stone, and all the parts of the 
stairway tower that he could reacL When that was 
finished, the three superb pieces of embroidery were put 
in their places. Angelique attached them, by their 
rings to venerable nails that were in the waUs; the 
Annunciation below the window at the left, the Assump- 
tion below the window at the right, while for the 
Calvary, the nails for that were above the great window 
of the first story, and she was obliged to use a step-ladder 
that she might hang it there in its turn. She had 
already embellished the window with flowers, so that 
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the andent dwelling seemed to have gone back to the 
far-away time of its youth, with its embroideries of gold 
and of silk glistening in the beautifiil sunshine of this 
festive day. 

After the noon breakfast the activity increased in 
every direction^ and the whole Bue des Orf^vres was 
now in excitement. To avoid the great heat, the pro- 
cession would not move until five o'clock, but after 
twelve the town began to be decorated. Opposite the 
Huberts', the silversmith dressed his shop with draperies 
of an exquisite light blue, bordered with a silver fringe ; 
while the wax-chandler, who was next to him, made use 
of his window-curtains of red cotton, which looked more 
brilliant than ever in the broad light of day. At each 
house there were different colours ; a prodigality of 
stuffii, everything that people owned, even to rugs of all 
descriptions, were blowing about in the weary air of this 
hot summer afternoon. The street now seemed clothed, 
sparkling, and almost trembling with gaiety, as if changed 
into a gallery of f&te open to the sky. All its inhabitants 
were rushing to and fro, pushing against each other, 
speaking loud, as if in their own homes ; some of them 
carrying their arms full of objects, others climbing, 
driving nails, and calling vociferously. In addition to 
all this was the reposoir^ or altar, that was being prepared 
at the comer of the Grand Bue, the arrangements for 
which called for the services of all the women of the 
neighbourhood, who eagerly otBsred their vases and 
candlesticks. 

Angelique ran down to carry the two candelabra, of 
the style of the Empire^ which they had on the mantel- 
shelf of their parlour. 8he had not taken a moment's 
rest since the early morning, but had shown no ngns of 
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fisktigcie, being, on the oontrary, supported and carried 
above herself by her great inward happiness. And as 
she came back from her errand, her hair blown all 
about her fiBM» by the wind, Hubert began to tease ker 
as she seated herself to strip off the leaves of the roses, 
and to pat them in a great basket. 

^ You could not do any mcH*e than you have done 
were it your wedding-day, my dear. Is it^ then, that 
you are really to be married now ? ' 

'But yes! oh, yes! Why not?' she answered 

gaily- 

Hubertine smiled in her turn, 

^ While waiting, my daughter, since the house is so 
satis&ctorily arranged, the best thing for us to do is to 
go upstairs and dress.' 

' In a minute, mother. Look at my full basket/ 

She had finished taking the leaves from the roses 
which she had reserved to throw before Mcoiseignear. 
The petals rained from her slender fingers ; the basket 
was running over with its light, perfumed contents. 
Then, as she disappeared on the narrow stairway (^ the 
tower, she said, while laughing heartily : 

' We will be quick. I will make myself beautiful as 
a star!' 

The afternoon advanced. Now the feverish move- 
ment in Beaumont-l'Eglise was calmed ; a peculiar air 
of expectation seemed to fill the streets, which were all 
ready, and where everyone spoke softly, in hushed, 
whispering voices. The heat had diminished, as the 
sun's rays grew oblique, and between the houses, so 
closely pressed the one against the others, there fell 
from the pale sky only a warm, fine shadow of a gentle, 
serene nature. The air of meditation was profound, as 
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if tlie old town had become simply a continaation of the 
Cathedral ; the only sonnd of carriages that could be 
heard caihe up from Beaumont-la-Yille, the new town 
on the banks of the Ligneul, where many of the factories 
were not closed, as the proprietors disdained taking part 
in this ancient religions ceremony. 

Soon after four o'clock the great bell of the northern 
tower, the one whose swinging stirred the house of the 
Huberts, began to ring ; and it was at that yery 
moment that Hubertine and Angelique reappeared. 
The former had put on a dress of pale buff linen, 
trimmed with a simple thread lace, but her figure was 
so slight and youthful in its delicate roundness that she 
looked as if she were the sister of her adopted daughter. 
Angelique wore her dress of white foulard, with its soft 
rachings at the neck and wrists, and nothing else ; 
neither earrings nor bracelets, only her bare wrists and 
throat, soft in their satiny whiteness as they came out 
from the delicate material, light as the opening of a 
flower. An invisible comb, put in place hastily, 
scarcely held the curls of her golden hair, which was 
carelessly dressed. She was artless and proud, of a 
most touching simplicity, and, indeed, ^ beautiful as a 
star/ 

^Ah!' she said, Hhe bell! that is to show that 
Monseigneur has left his palace.' 

The bell continued to sound^loud and clear in the great 
purity of the atmosphere. The Huberts installed them- 
selves at the wide-opened window of the first story, the 
mother and daughter being in front, vnth their elbows 
resting on the bar of support, and the husband and &ther 
standing behind them. These were their accustomed 
places ; they could not possibly have found better, as 
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they wonld be the very first to see the procession aa it 
came from the farther end of the church, withont misa- 
ing even a single candle of the marching-past. 

< Where is my basket ? ' asked Angeliqne. 

Hubert was obliged to take and pass to her the 
basket of rose-leaves, which she held between her arms, 
pressed against her breast. 

* Oh that bell ! ' she at last murmured; ^ it seems as 
if it would lull us to sleep ! ' 

And still the waiting continued in the little vibrating 
house, sonorous with the musical movement ; the street 
and the great square waited, subdued by this great 
trembling, whilst the hangings on every side blew about 
more quietly in the air of the coming evening. The 
perfume of roses was very sweet. 

Another half-hour passed. Then at the same 
moment the two halves of the portal of Saint Agnes 
were opened, and they perceived the very depths of the 
church, dark in reality, but dotted wilJi little bright 
spots from the tapers. First the bearer of the Gross 
appeared, a sub-deacon in a tunic, accompanied by the 
acolytes, each one of whom held a lighted candle in his 
hand. Behind them hurried along the Master of the 
Ceremonies, the good Abb6 Comille, who, after having 
assured himself that everything was in perfect order in 
the street, stopped under the porch, and assisted a 
moment at the passing out, in order to be sure that the 
places assigned to each section had been rightly taken. 
The various societies of laymen opened the march : 
charitable associations, schools, by rank of seniorily, and 
numerous public organisations. There were a great 
many children : little girls all in white, like brides, and 
little bareheaded boys, with curly hair, dressed in 
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their best, like princes, already looking in every direc- 
tion to find where their motiiers were. A splendid 
fellow, nine years of age, walked by himself in the 
middle, clad like Saint John the Baptist, with a sheep- 
skin .over his thin, bare shoulders. Four little girls, 
covered with pink ribbons, bore a shield on which was 
a sheaf of ripe wheat. Then there were young girls 
grouped around a banner of the Blessed Virgin ; ladies 
in black, who also had their special banner of crimson 
silk, on which was embroidered a portrait of Saint 
Joseph. There were other and still other banners, in 
velvet or in satin, balanced at the end of gilded bfttons. 
The brotherhoods of men were no less numerous ; peni- 
tents of all colours, but especially the grey penitents in 
dark linen suits, wearing cowls, and whose emblem 
made a great sensation — ^a large cross, with a wheel, to 
which were attached the instruments of the Passion. 

Angelique exclaimed with tenderness when the 
children came by : 

* Oh, the blessed darlings ! Do look at them all I * 
One, no higher than a boot, scarcely three years of 
age, proudly tottered along on his little feet, and looked 
BO comical that she plunged her hands into her basket 
and literally covered him with flowers. He quite dis- 
appeared under them for an instant ; he had roses in 
his hair and on his shoulders. The exquisite little 
laughing shout he uttered was enjoyed on every side, 
and flowers rained down from all the windows as the 
cherub passed. In the humming silence of the street 
one could now only hear the deafened sound of the 
regular movement of feet in the procession, while 
flowers by the handful still continued to fall silently upon 
the pavement. Very soon there were heaps of them. 
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But now, reassured opon the good order of the lay- 
men, the Abb6 Comille grew impatient and distnrbed^ 
inasmnch as the processioii had been stationary finr 
nearly two minotes, and he walked qnickly towards the 
head of it, bowing and smiling at the Haberte as he 
passed. 

^What has happened? What can prevent them 
from continning?' said Angelique, all feverish from 
excitement, as if she wwe waiting for some expected 
happiness that was to come to her from the other end 
that was still in the chnrch. 

Hnbertine answered her gently, as nsnal : 
' There is no reason why they should ran/ 
^ There is some obstraction evidently ; perhaps it is 
a Te/po%ovr that is still unfinished,' Hub^ added. 

The young girls of the Society of the Blessed Virgin, 
the ^ daughters of Mary ' as they are called, had already 
commenced singing a canticle, and their clear voices 
rose in the air, pure as crystal. Nearer and nearer the 
double ranks caught the movement and recommenced 
their march. 
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CHAPTER X 

Afteb the civilians, the clergy began to leave the chnrch, 
the lower orders coming first. All, in surplices, covered 
their heads with their caps, under the porch ; and each 
one held a large, lighted wax taper; those at the right 
in their right hand, and those at the left in their left 
hand, outside the rank, so there was a doable row of 
flame, almost deadened by the brightness of the 
day. First were representatives from the great semi- 
naries, the parishes, and then collegiate churches ; then 
came the beneficed clergymen and clerks of the Cathedral^ 
followed by the canons in white plnvials. In their 
midst were the choristers, in capes of red silk, who 
dianted the anthem in fnll voice, and to whom idl the 
clergy replied in lower notes. The hymn, ^Pange 
lingaa,' was grandly given. The street was now filled 
with a rustling of muslin from the flying winged sleeves 
of the sarplices, which seemed pierced all over with tiny 
stars of pale gold from the flames of the candles. 

' Oh I' at last Angeliqae half sighed, 'there is Saint 
Agnes!' 

She smiled at the saint, borne by four clerks in 
white sarplices, on a platform of white velvet heavily 
ornamented with lace. Each year it was like a new 
sorprise to her, as she saw her gaardiap angel thos 
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farooght out from the shadows where she had been 
growing old for centurieB, quite like another person onder 
the brilliant sunshine, as if she were timid and blushing 
in her robe of long, golden hair. She was reall j so old, 
yet still very young, with her small hands, her little, 
slender feet, her delicate, girlish fiice, blackened by 
time* 

But Monseigneur was to follow her. Already the 
swinging of the censers could be heard coming from the 
depths of the church. 

There was a slight murmuring of voices as Angelique 
repeated: 

^ Monsrigneur, Monseigneur,' and with her eyes still 
upon the sai^t who was going by, she recalled to mind 
at this moment the old histories. The noble Marquessea 
d'HautecGBur delivering Beaumont from the plague, 
thanks to the intervention of Agnes, then Jean V . and 
all those of his race coming to kneel before her image, to 
pay their devotions to the saint, and she seemed to see 
them all, the lords of the miracle, coming one by one 
like a line of princes. 

A large space had been left empty. Then the 
chaplain charged with the care of the crozier advanced, 
holding it erect, the curved part being towards him. 
Afterward came two censeivbearers, who walked back* 
wards and swung the censers gently fit>m side to side, 
each one having near him an acolyte charged with the 
incense-box. There was a little difficulty before they 
succeeded in passing by one of the divisions of the door 
the great canopy of royal scarlet velvety decorated with 
a heavy fringe of gold. But the delay was short, order 
was quickly re-established, and the designated officials 
took the supports in hand. Underneath, between his 
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deaconft of hononr, Monseignenr walked, bareheaded, 
his shooldera covered with a white scarf, the two ends of 
which enveloped his hands, which bore the Holy Sacra- 
ment as high as possible, and without touching it. 

Immediately the incense-bearers resumed their 
places, and the censers sent out in haste, fell back again 
in unison with the little silvery sound of their chains. 

But Angelique started as she thought, where had she 
ever seen anyone who looked like Monseigneur ? She 
certainly knew his &ce before, but had never been 
struck by it as to-day ! All heads were bowed in 
solemn devotion. But she was so uneasy, she simply 
bent down and looked at him. He was tall, slight, 
and noble-looking ; superb in his physical strength, not- 
withstanding his sixty years. His eyes were piercing as 
those of an eagle; his nose, a little prominent, only seemed 
to increase the sovereign authority of his &oe, which was 
somewhat softened by his white hair, that was thick and 
curly. She noticed the pallor of his complexion, and it 
seemed to her as if he suddenly flushed fiom some un- 
known reason. Perhaps, however, it was simply a 
reflection from the great golden-rayed sun which he 
carried in his covered hands, and which placed him in a 
radiance of mystic light. 

Certainly, he to-day made her think of someone, but 
of whom ? As soon as he left the church, Monseigneur 
had commenced a psalm, which he recited in a low voice, 
alternating the verses thereof with his deacons. And 
Angelique trembled when she saw him turn his eyes 
towards their window, for he seemed to her so severe, 
so haughty, and so cold, as if he were condemning the 
vanity of all earthly affection. He turned his face 
towards the three bsoids of ancient embroidery — Mary 

ir 
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and the Angel, Mary at the fi>ot of the OroMy Maiy 
being borne to Heaven — and his face brightened, 
llien he lowered his eyes and fixed them upon her, bnt 
she was so disturbed she eonld not tell whether his 
glance was harsh or gentle ; at all events it was only 
for a moment, for quickly regarding the Holy Sacrament, 
his expression was lost in the light which came from the 
great golden vessel. The censers still swung back and 
forth with a measured rhythm, while a little bine dond 
mounted in the air. 

Bat Angeliqne's heart now beat so rapidly she could 
scarcely keep still. Behind the canopy she had just 
seen a chaplain, his fingers covered with a scarf, who 
was carrying the mitre as devoutly as if it were a sacred 
object, Saint Agnes flying heavenward with the two 
angels, the work of her hands, and into each stitch of 
which she had put such deep love. Then, among the 
laymen who followed, in the midst of fonctionaries, of 
officers, of magistrates, she recognised Felicien in the 
front rank, slight and graceful, with his curly hair, his 
rather large but straight nose, and his black eyes, the 
expression of which was at the same time proud and 
gentle. She expected him ; she was not at all surprised 
to find him transformed into a prince ; her heart simply 
was overflowing with joy. To the anxious look whidi 
he gave her, as of imploring forgiveness for his falsehood, 
she replied by a lovely smile. 

*But look!' exclaimed Hubertine, astonished at 
what she saw, * is not that the young man who came to 
our house about the mitre V 

She had also recognised him, and was much disturbed 
when, turning towards the young girl, she saw the latter 
transfigured, in ecstacy, avoiding a reply. 
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* Then he did not tell us the trnth abont himself? 
Bnt why? Do yon know the reason? Tell me, my 
dear, do yon know who this yomig man is ? ' 

Yes, perhaps in reality she did know. An inner 
voioe answered all these questions. Bnt she dared not 
speak ; she was nnwillmg to ask herself anything. At 
the right time and at the proper place the tmth would 
be made dear. She thought it was approaching, and 
fidt an increase of pride of spirit, and of great love. 

'But what is it? YiThat has happened?' asked 
Hubert, as he bent forward and touched the shoulder of 
his wife. 

He was never present at the moment of an occur- 
rence, but always appeared to come from a reverie to the 
realisation of what passed about him. When the young 
man was pointed out to him, he did not recognise him 
stall. 

^Is it he? I think not. No, you must be mis- 
taken; it is not he.' 

Then Hubertine acknowledged that she was not 
quite sure. At all events, it was aswell to talk no more 
about it, but she would inform herself later on. But 
the procession, which had stopped again in order that 
Monseigneur might incense the Holy Sacrament, which 
was placed among the verdure of a temporary altar at 
the comer of the street, was now about to move on 
again ; and Angelique, whose hands seemed lost in the 
basket on her lap, suddenly, in her delight and confusion, 
made a quick movement, and carelessly threw out a 
great quantity of the perfumed petals. At that instant 
Feliden approached. The leaves fell like a little 
shower, and at last two of them fluttered, balanced 
themselves, then quietly settled down on his hair. 
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It wfts over. The canopy had disappeared round 
the comer of the Grand Bne, the end of the cortdge went 
by, leaving the pavements deserfced, hushed as if qnieted 
by a dreamy faith, in the rather strong exhalation of 
crashed roses. Yet one could still hear in the distance, 
growing weaker and weaker by degrees, the silvery 
sound of the little chains of the swinging censers. 

' Oh mother I ' said Angelique, pleadingly, ^ do let 
us go into the church, so as to see them all as they oome 
back/ 

Hubertine's first impulse was to refuse. But she, 
for her own part, was very anxious to ascertain what she 
could about Felicien, so she replied : 

* Yes, after a while, if you really wish to do so.* 

But they must, of course, wait a little. Angelique, 
after going to her room for her hat, oould not keep stil]. 
She returned every minute to the great window, which 
was still wide open. She looked to the end of the street 
inquiringly, then she lifted her eyes as if seeking some- 
thing in space itself; and so nervous was she that she 
spoke aloud, as she mentally followed the procession 
step by step. 

^ Now they are going down the Bue Basse. All ! 
see, they must be turning on the square- before the Sous 
Prefecture. There is no end to all the long streets in 
Beaumont-la-Ville. What pleasure can they take in 
seeing Saint Agnes, I would like to know. All these 
petty tradesmen ! ' 

Above them, in the heavens, was a delicately rose* 
tinted cloud, with a band of white and gold around it, 
and it seemed as if from it there came a devotional peace 
and a hush of religious expectation. In the immobility 
of the air one realised that all civil life was suspended, 
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as if Ood had left His house, and everyone was awaiting 
His return before resmning their daily occupations. 
Opposite them the blue draperies of the sUversmith, and 
the red curtains of the waz-chandler, still barred the 
interior of their shops and hid the contents from view. 
The streets seemed empty ; there was no reverberation 
from one to the other, except that of the slow march of 
the clergy, whose progress could easily be realised from 
every comer of the town. 

' Mother ! mother ! I assure you that now they are at 
the comer of the Bne Magloire. They will soon come 
np the hill.' 

She was mistaken, for it was only half-past six, and 
the procession never came back before a quarter-past 
seven. She would have known well, had she not been 
over-impatient, that the canopy must be only at the 
lower wharf of the Ligneul. But she was too excited to 
thinks 

^ Oh ! mother dear I c2o let us hurry, or we may not 
find any places.' 

* Gome, make haste then, little one,' at last Huber- 
tine said, smiling in spite of herself. * We shall cer- 
tainly be obliged to wait a great while, but never 
mind.' 

* As for me, I wi]l remain at home,' said Hubert. 
^ I can take down and put away the embroidered panels, 
and then I will set the table for dinner.' 

The church seemed empty to them, as the Blessed 
Sacrament was no longer there. All the doors were 
wide open, like those of a house in complete disorder, 
where one is awaiting the return of the master. Very 
few persons came in ; the great altar alone, a sarcopha- 
gus of the severe Romanesque style, glittered as if bum- 
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ing at tibe end of the nave, covered as it waa with stars 
from the flame of many candles ; all the rest of the 
enormous building — the aisles, the chapels, and the 
arches— seemed filled with shadow under the comingK>n 
of the evening darkness. 

Slowly, in order to gain a little patience, Angeliqne 
and Hubertine walked round the edifice. Low down, it 
seemed as if crushed, thickset columns supported the 
semicircular arches of the side-aisles. They walked 
the whole length of the daiic chapels, which were buried 
almost as if they were crypts. Then, when they crossed 
over, before the great entrance portal, under the tri- 
forium of the organ, they had a feeling of deliverance as 
they raised their eyes towards the high, Gothic windows 
of the nave, which shot up so gracefully above the 
heavy Romanesque coursed work. But they continued 
by the southern side-aisle, and the feeling of suffocation 
returned again. At the cross of the transept four 
enormous pillars made the four comers, and rose to a 
great height, then struck off to support the roof. There 
was still to be fi>und a delicate purple«tinted light, the 
&rewell of day, through the rose windows of the side 
fronts. They had crossed the three steps which led to 
the choir, then they turned by the drcumference of the 
apse, which was the very oldest part of the building, 
and seemed most sepulchral. They stopped one moment 
and leaned against the ancient grating, which entirely 
surrounded the choir, and which was most elaborately 
wrought, that they might look at the flaming altar, 
where each separate light was reflected in the old 
polished oak of the stalls, most marvellous stalls, covered 
with rare sculptures. So at last they came back to the 
point from which they started, lifting up their heads as 
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if thej breathed more freely from the heights of the 
nave, which the growing shades at night drove farther 
away, and enlarged the old walls, on which were &iiit 
remains of paintings and of gold. 

^ I know perfectly well that we are altogether too 
early,' said Hnbertine. 

AngeUqne, withoat replying, said, as if to her- 
self: 

^How grand it is ! ' 

It really seemed to her as if she had never known 
the church before, but that she had just seen it for the 
first time. Her eyes wandered over the motionless sea 
of chairs, then went to the depth of the chapels, where 
she could only imagine were tombs and old funereal 
stones, on account of the increased darkness therein. 
But she saw at last the Chapel Hantecoeur, where she 
recognised the window which had been repaired, with 
its Saint Gtoorge, that now looked vague as a dream, in 
the dusk. She was unusually happy. 

At last there was a gentle shaking through the 
whole building, and the great clock struck. Then the 
bell began to ring. 

^ Ah ! now,' she said, ^ look, for they are really coming 
up the Rue Magloire/ 

This time it was indeed so. A crowd invaded the 
church} the aisles were soon filled, and one realised that 
each minute theprocession approached nearer and nearer. 
The noise increased with the pealing of the bells, with a 
certain rushing movement of air by the great entrance, 
the portal of which was wide open. 

AngeUque, leaning on Hubertine's shoulder, made 
herself as tall as possible by standing upon the points of 
her fidety as she looked toWrds this arched open space, 
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the ronndneeui of whose top was perfectly defined in the 
pale twilight of the Place da Cloitre. The first to ap- 
pear was, of conrse, the bearer of the Cross, accompanied 
by his two acolytes with their candelabra; and behind 
them the Master of the Ceremonies harried along — ^tha 
good Abb6 Comille, who now seemed qaite oat of 
breath and overcome by fatigae. At the threshold of 
the door, the silhoaette of each new arrival was thrown 
oat for a second, clear and strong, then passed qaickly 
away in the darkness of the interior. There were the 
laymen, the schools, the associations, the firatemities, 
whose banners, like sails, wavered for an instant, then 
saddenly vanished in the shade. One saw again the 
pale ' daughters of Mary,' who, as they entered, still 
sang with their voices like those of seraphim. 

The Cathedral had room for all. The nave was 
slowly filled, the men being at the right and the women 
at the left. But night had come. The whole place 
oatside was dotted with bright points, hundreds of 
moving lights, and soon it was the tarn for the clergy, 
the tapers that were held oatside the ranks making a 
doable yellow cord as they passed through the door. 
The tapers seemed endless as they succeeded each other 
and multiplied themselves; the great seminary, the 
parishes, and the Cathedral ; the choristers still singing 
the anthem, and the canons in their white pluvials. 
Then little by little the church became lighted up, 
seemed inhabited, illaminated, overpowered by hundreds 
of stars, like a summer sky. 

Two chairs being unoccupied, Angelique stood upon 
one of them. 

*Qet down, my dear,' whispered Hubertine, *fo» 
that is forbidden/ 
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But flhe tranquilly remained there, and did not 
move. 

^ Why is it forbidden? I most see, at all events. 
OH! how exquisite all this is ! ' 

At last she prevailed upon her mother to get upon 
the other chair. 

Now the whole Cathedral was glowing with a reddish 
yellow light. This billow of candles which crossed it 
illuminated the lower arches of the side-aisles, the depth 
of the chapels, and glittered upon the glass of some 
8lirine*or upon the gold of some tabernacle. The rays 
oven penetrated into the apse, and the sepulchral crypts 
were brightened up by them. The choir was a mass of 
flame, with its altar on fire, its glistening stalls, and its 
old railing, whose ornamentation stood out boldly. And 
the flight of the nave was stronger marked than ever, 
with the heavy curved pillars below, supporting the 
round arches, while above, the numbers of little columns 
grew smaller and smaller as they burst forth among the 
broken arches of the ogives, like an inexpressible 
declaration of faith and love which seemed to come Irom 
the lights. In the centre, under the roof, along the 
ribs of the nave, there was a yellow cloud, a thick odour 
of wax, fix)m the multitude of little tapers. 

But now, above the sound of feet and the moving of 
chairs, one heard again the falling of the chains of the 
oensers. Then the organ pealed forth majestically, a 
glorious burst of music that filled to overflowing the 
highest arches as if with the rumbling of thunder. It 
was at this instant that Monseigneur arrived on the 
Place du Glottre. The statue of Saint Agnes had 
reached the apse, still borne by the surpliced clerks, and 
her fisMie looked very calm under the light, as if she were 
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more iban happ j to retnm to her dieams of four 
tariee. At last, preceded by the crosier, and followed 
by the mitre, Monseigneor entered with his deacons 
under the canopy, still having his two hands covered 
with a white scarf, and holding the Blessed Sacrament 
in the same position as at first. The canopy, which was 
borne down the central aisle, was stopped at the railing 
of the choir, and there, on account c^ a certain unavoid- 
able confusion, the Bishop was for a moment made to 
approach the persons who formed his suite. Since 
Felicien had reappeared, Angelique had looked at him 
constantly. It so happened that on account of the 
pressure he was placed a little at the right of the canopy, 
and at that moment she saw very near together the 
white head of Monseigneur and the blonde head of the 
young man. That glance was a revelation ; a sudden 
light came to her eyes ; she joined her hands together as 
she said aloud : 

* Oh ! Monseigneur, the son of Monseigneur ! ' 

Her secret escaped her. It was an involuntary cry, 
the certainty which revealed itself in this sudden fiict of 
their resemblance. Perhaps, in the depths of her mind, 
she already knew it, but she would never have dared to 
have said so ; whilst now it was self-evident, a fact of 
which there could be no denial. From everything 
around her, fixmx her own soul, from inanimate objects, 
from past recollections, her cry seemed repeated* 

Hubertine, quite overcome, said in a whisper, ' This 
young man the son of Monseigneur ? ' 

Around these two the crowd had gradually accumu- 
lated. They were well known and were greatly ad- 
mired; the mother still adorable in her simple toilette 
of linen, the daughter with the angelic grace of a chem- 
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bim, in her gown of white foulard, as light as a feather. 
They were so handsome and in such full view, as they 
stood upon their chairs, that from every direction eyes 
were tamed towards them, and admiring glances given 
them. 

' Bat yes, indeed, my good lady/ said the mdre 
L^nballeuse, who chanced to be in the groap ; ' bat yee^ 
he is the son of Monseigneor. But how does it happen 
that you have not already heard of .it ? And not only 
that, bat he is a wonderftdly handsome young man, and 
so rich ! Bich ! yes indeed, he could buy the whole town 
if he wished to do so. He has millions and millions ! ' 

Hubertine turned very pale as she listened. 

' Tou must have heard his history spoken of? ' con- 
tinued the beggar-woman. ^ His mother died soon after 
his birth, and it was on that account that Monseigneur 
oolicluded to become a clergyman. Now, however, after 
all these years, he sent for his son to join him. He is, 
in &ct, Feliden YII. d'Hautecoeur, with a title as if he 
were a real prince. 

Then Hubertine was intensely grieved. But Angel- 
ique beamed with joy before the commencement of 
the reaUsation of her dream. She was not in the 
slightest degree astonished, for she had always known 
that he would be the richest, the noblest, and the hand- 
somest of men. So her joy was intense and perfect, 
without the slightest anxiety for the future, or suspicion 
of any obstacle that could possibly come between them. 
In short, he would in his turn now make himself known, 
and would tell everything. As she had fancied, gold 
would stream down with the little flickering flames of 
the candles. The organs would send forth their most 
glorious music on the occasion of their betrothal. The 
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line of the HaateooBnrs would continae royally from tha 
beginning of the legend — ^Norbert I., Jean V., Felicien 
m., Jean XII., then the last, Felicien YII., who just 
tamed towards her his noble fisuse. He was tiie descen- 
dant of the cousins of the Virgin, the master, the snperb 
son, showing himself in all his beanty at the side of ids 
father. 

Just then Felicien smiled sweetly at her, and she 
did not see the angry look of Monseigneor, who had re- 
marked her standing on the chair, above the crowd, 
blashing in her pride and love. 

^ Oh, my poor dear child ! ' sighed Hnbertine. 

But the chaplain and the acolytes were ranged on 
the right and the left, and the first deacon having taken 
the Holy Sacrament from the hands of Monseignenr, he 
placed it on the altar. It was the final Benediction — 
the Tanium ergo sung loudly by the choristers, the in- 
censes of the boxes burning in the cetisers, the strange, 
brusque silence during the prayer — and in the midst of 
the Ughted church, overflowing with clergy and with 
people, under the high, springing arches, Monseignenr 
remounted to the altar, took again in his two hands the 
great golden sun, which he waved back and forth in the 
air three times, with a slow sign of the Cross. 
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CHAPTER XI 

That aame evening, on returning firom ohorch, Angeliqne 
thonght to herself, ^ I shall see him again yery soon, 
for he will certainly be in the CIos-Marie, and I will go 
there to meet him/ 

Without having exchanged a word with each other, 
they appeared to have silently arranged this interview. 
The fimily dined as usual in thekitchen, but it was eight 
o'clock before they were seated at the table. Hubert, 
quite excited by this day of recreation and of fdte, was 
tiie only one who had anything to say. Hubertine, un- 
usually quiet, scarcely replied to her husband, but kept 
her looks fixed upon the young gpbrl, who ate heartily 
and with a good appetite, although she scarcely seemed 
to pay any attention to the food, or to know that she put 
her fork to her mouth, so absorbed was she by her fancies. 
And under this candid forehead, as under the crystal of 
the purest water, Hubertine read her thoughts clearly, 
and followed them as they formed themselves in her 
mind one by one. 

At nine o'clock they were greatly surprised by a 
ringing of the door-bell. It proved to be the Abb6 
Comille, who, notwithstanding his great fatigue, had 
come to tell them that Monseigneur the Bi^op had 
greatly admired the three old panels of marvellous 
embroidery. 
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^ Yes, indeed ! and He spoke of tiiem so enthofliasti- 
cally to me that I was sore it would please yon to know 
it.* 

Angelique, who had ronsed np on hearing the name 
of Monseigneur, fell back again into her reveries aa 
soon as the conversation turned to the procession. Then 
after a few minutes she got up. 

' But where are you going, dear ? ' asked Hubertine. 

This question startled her, as if she herself knew not 
why she had left her seat. 

' I am going upstairs, mother, for I am very tired/ 

In spite of this plausible excuse, HubertLne imagined 
the true reason that influenced her. It was the need 
of being by herself, the haste of communing alone with 
her great happiness. 

When she held her in her arms pressed against her 
breast, she felt that she was trembling. She almost 
seemed to avoid her usual evening kiss. Looking 
anxiously in her &oe, Hubertine read in her eyes the 
feverish expectation connected with the hoped-for 
meeting. It was all so evident to her that she pronused 
herself to keep a close watch. 

^ Be good, dear, and sleep well.' 

But already, after a hurried good-night to Hubert 
and to the Abb6 Cknmille, Angelique was halfway up the 
stairs, quite disturbed, as she realised that her secret 
had almost escaped her. Had her mothw held her 
against her heart one second longer, ske would have 
told her everything. When she had shut herself in her 
own room, and doubly locked her door, the light troubled 
her, and she blew out her candle. The moon, which 
rose later and later, had not yet appeared above the 
horizon, and the night was very dark. Without nn* 






THE DREAM 191 

dressing, she seated herself before the open window, 
looked ont into the deep shade, and waited patiently 
for the hoors to pass. The minutes went by rapidly, as 
she was fidly occupied with the one idea that as soon as 
the dock staruck for midnight she would go down, to 
find Feliden. As it would be the most natural thing 
in the world to do, she traced out her way, step by step, 
and every movement she would make with the most 
perfect composure. 

It was not very late when she heard the Abb6 Gor- 
nilletake his leave. Soon after, the Huberts, in their 
turn, joame upstairs. Then it seemed to her as if some- 
one came out of their chamber, and with furtive steps 
moved cautiously as far as the foot of the stairway, then 
stopped, as if listening for a moment before returning. 
Then the house soon sank, as if in the quiet of a deep 
sleep. 

When the great church clock struck twelve, Angel- 
ique left her seat. *Now I must go, for he is waiting 
for me/ She unlocked the door, and, passing out, 
neglected closing it aftier her. Gk)ing down the first 
flight of stairs, she stopped as she approached the room 
of the Huberts, but heard nothing— nothing but the 
indefinable quivering of silence. Moreover, she vraa 
neither in a hurry, nor had she any fear, for being 
totally unconsdous of any wrong intentions, she felt at 
perfect ease. It would have been quite impossible for 
her not to have gone down. An inward power directed 
and led her, and it all seemed so simple and right ; she 
would have smiled at the idea of a hidden danger. 
Once in the lower rooms, she passed through the kitchen 
to go out into the garden, and again foi^t to &sten the 
shutters. Then she walked rapidly towards the little 
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gate of the Clos-Marie, which she also left wide o])eii 
after her. Notwithstanding the obscurity and the 
dense shadows in the field, she did not hesitate an 
instant, bat went direct to the little plank which served 
as a bridge to the Ghevrotte, crossed it, guiding herself 
by feeling the way, as if in a familiar place, where every 
tree and bush were well known to her. Turning to the 
right, under a great willow-tree, she had only to put 
out her hands to have them earnestly grasped by 
Felicien, whom she knew would be there in waiting 
for her. 

For a minute, without speaking, Angelique pressed 
Felicien's hands in hers. They could not see each other, 
for the sky was covered with a misty doud of heat, and 
the pale moon, which had just risen, had not yet lighted 
it up. At length she spoke in the darknesSy her heart 
filled to overflowing wiUi her great happiness : 

' Oh, my dear seigneur, how I love you, and how 
grateful I am to you ! ' 

She laughed aloud at the realisation of the fact that 
at last she knew him ; she thanked him for being 
younger, more beautiful, and richer even than she had 
expected hhn to be. Her gaiety was charming ; it was 
a cry of astonishment and of gratitude before this present 
of love, this fulfilment of her dreams. 

^ You are the king. You are my master; and lo I 
here am I, your slave. I belong to you henceforth, and 
my only regret is that I am of so little worth. But I 
am proud of being yours ; it is sufficient for you to love 
me, and that I may be in my turn a queen. It was 
indeed well that I knew you were to come, and so 
waited for you ; my heart is overflowing with joy since 
finding that you are so great, so &r above me. Ah I 
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my dear seignenr, how I thank you, and how I love 
yop/ 

Gently he put his arm around her as he said : 

* Come and see where I live.' 

He made her cross the Glos-Marie, among the wild 
grass and herbs, an*d then she understood for the first 
time in what way he had come every night into the field 
from the park of the Bishop's Palace. It was through 
an old gate, that had been unused for a long time, and 
which this evening he had left half open. Taking 
Angelique's hand, he led her in that way into the great 
gard^i of the Monseigneur. 

The rising moon was half-hidden in the sky, under 
a veil of warm mist, and its rays fell down upon them 
with a white, mysterious light. There were no stars 
visible, but the whole vault of heaven was filled with a 
dim lustre, which quietly penetrated everything in this 
serene night. Slowly they walked along on the borders 
of the Chevrotte, which crossed the park ; but it was no 
longer the rapid rivulet rushing over a pebbly descent — 
it was a quiet, languid brook, gliding along through 
clumps of trees. Under this mass of luminous vapour, 
between the bushes which seemed to bathe and float 
therein, it was like an Elysian stream which unfolded 
itself before them. 

Angelique soon resumed her gay chattering. 

^ I am so proud and so happy to be here on your arm.^ 

Feliden, touched by such artless, frank simplicity, 
listened with delight as she talked unrestrainedly, con- 
cealing nothing, but telling all her inmost thoughts, as 
she opened her heart to him. Why should she even 
think of keeping anything back ? She had never harmed 
anyone, so she had only good things to say. 
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back. In that way I shall realise that yon belong to 
me, and that I lo^e yon in the past aa well as in the 
present/ 

She never would have been £fttigned in listening to 
him as he talked of his life, but was in a state of joyona 
ecstasy in thus becoming thoroughly acquainted with 
him, adoring him like a little child at the feet of some 
saint. Neither of them wearied of repeating the same 
things: how much they loved each other and how 
dearly they were beloved in return. The same words 
returned constantly to their lips, but they always 
seemed new, as they assumed unforeseen, immeasurable 
depths of meaning. Their happiness increased as they 
thus made known the secrets of their hearts, and 
lingered over the music of the words that passed their 
lips. He confessed to her the charm her voice had 
always been to him, so much so that as soon as he 
heard it he became at once her devoted slave. She 
acknowledged the delicious fear she always had at 
seeing his pale &ce flush at the slightest anger or dis< 
pleasure. 

They had now left the misty banks of the Chevrotte, 
and arm-in-arm they er^ered under the shadows of the 
great elm-trees. 

^ Oh 1 this beautiful garden/ whispered Angelique, 
happy to breathe in the freshness which fell from the 
trees. ' For years I have wished to enter it ; and now 
I am here with you — ^yes, I am here.* 

It did not occur to her to ask him where he was 
leading her, but she gave herself up to his guidance, 
under the darkness of these centenarian trees. The 
ground was soft under their feet; the archway of leaves 
above them was high, like the vaulted ceiling of a 
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church. Qliere was neither aound nor breath, only the 
beating of their own hearts. 

At length he pnshed open the door of a little 
pavilion, and said to her : ^ Gk> in ; this is my home.' 

It was there that his father had seen fit to instal 
him all by himself, in this distant comer of the park. 
On the first floor there was a hall, and one very large 
room, which was now lighted by a great lamp. Above 
was a complete little apartment. 

* Yon can see for yourself,' he continued smilingly, 
* that yon are at the house of an artisan. This is my 
shop.' 

It was a worldng-room indeed ; the caprice of a 
wealthy young man, who amused himself in his leisure 
hours by painting on glass. He had re-found the 
ancient methods of the thirteenth century, so that he 
oould fancy himself as being one of the primitive glass- 
workers, producing masterpieces with the poor, un- 
finished means of the older time. An ancient table 
answered all his purposes. It was coated with moist, 
powdered chalk, upon which he drew his designs in red, 
and where he cut the panes with heated irons, disdain- 
ing the modem use of a diamond point. The muffle, a 
little furnace made after the fashion of an old model, 
was just now quite heated ; the baking of some picture 
was going on, which was to be used in repairing another 
stained window in the Cathedral ; and in cases on every 
side were glasses of all colours which he had ordered to 
be made expressly for him, in blue, yellow, green, and 
red, in many lighter tints, marbled, smoked, shaded, 
pearl-coloured, and black. But the walls of the room 
were hung with admirable stufis, and the working 
materiabi disappeared in the midst of a marvellous 
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laznrjr of fbmitcire. In <me comer, on an old tabemaola 
wUch served as a pedestal, a great gilded statue of the 
Blessed Virgin seemed to smile upon them. 

^ So you can work?— yojci really can work/ repeated 
Angelique with childi^ joy. 

.!. She wa&yery.mnchjoaiffiedjwith the'lititleftmRBa0&, 
and insisted upon it that he should explain r^ hear 
et0^i:ytibing connected wi(Ji his.ia)?oiir. ^-Tf^j-he ^con* 
tented himself with the examples of the ^^ rlna8tm^ 
who jased glass oolouredin^he making, which he- ei^ded 
6imi)ly.with black; the season he (limited h^m^elf to 
little, distinct figures, to the gestures and draper£d» of 
which he gave a.decided charaiqter ; his ideas «po9^' the 
art of the glass-workers^ whidi: in Tealify-4deliiied as 
soon ifts .they, began to design better, to paint/and to 
^namel.it; and.his final opinion thata Btained^glaisib 
window should be simply a transparent mosaifi^' in 
which the. brigHtei|t.c(dQ]ars.'8houId be arranged in the 
most harrnQnious- order, €K> as to make>a d^Ucate^shaded 
bouqueti But At this moment little did she care for 
the art in itself. , [These things had but one int^^est for 
her nowr— that they were •connected with.him, that they 
seemed to bring her nearer to him and to' lirt^rength^Qi 
the tie between them. • . - . - . , *. ; 

/Oh! ' she^ exclaimed, ^how hi^py we shall be -to^ 
gether. Toil will paint, while, I embroider.' 

...He:had just retaken her. hands, in the centre of this 
gi:eali room, in the bixury of which die was quite «t J^r 
ease, as it. seemed to bajher natoral surroundingv where 
h^r}grfce would b^iiully developed. Both of theip ve* 
rnained «Uent |c« a moment. Then «he was^aB xpnals 
tiiiQ fi^t to apeak. .... j • -^ 

. .1 Now everything is decided upon, is.it. not?' ^ ^ ^ 
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^ Whftfe^v to smilingly Mk«d, * what do ym m^ui ? * 

He hesitated an instant. His face, which' had ibeen 
very pale, flushed quickly. She vas disturbedvati such 
a^ia»ige» • -r- ■•■- . ^ * '■■■ • '"^ '^ " ' "■ - - -^M'^'^ 

^HatelaaAdeyotiangry iiirany way 2^:* 'k r y 

Bq^he hod cilready ^ooqiiepred jiimself^ aadxpiiMS^ 
her haa^tendetlyvwitji^^a grasp that seemed to cover 
everything,- /• ^ >-^-*" r . • o .• • •: j ^ ,. .,. .,^ ^j.. | • 

/-f Yes, it is decided upon, and it is sufficient for you 
towiBli::fev> a^ i|hmg'tI:^4t;j9hoi^ be doner, mo^mattor 
how many obstacles may oppose it. Henceforward my 
one great desire in lifeidU be to obey you.' 

Then her face beamed with perfect happiness and 
delight. 

She did not have a single doubt. All seemed to her 
quite natural, to be so well-arranged that it could be 
finished on the morrow with the same ease as in many 
of the miracles of the ^ Golden Legend.' The idea never 
occurred to her that there could be the slightest hin- 
drance or the least delay. Since they really loved each 
other, why should they botany longer separated? It 
was the most simple thing in the world for two persons 
who loved each other to^be martiedy She wai^iSKX secure 
in her happiness that rihe wtfe perfectly cahnr^ ' ''* "' " 

* Since it is agreed upon,' she said joh3n^, ^givcii 
me your hand.' ^ * * ' ' \" 

He took hdrlittte hatxdknd kissed it, tehd^^lstidl 
^^Ifrift^^ arranged.' - : "* ' ^ '""''""' 

""-She^ then ha(^n6a'tO'go away, in th^'fea^ t»f bei£gj 
BUtpris&d by the -dkwn, fobid ids6 ixttpatient 'lx>''reli6ve 
h^^ndnd ^f- her ' sec^t. ' He^ wished to '' acc5mjpany. 
her. 
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* No, no,* fihe replied. ' We ahould not get back 
before daylight. I can easily find the way. Good-bye 
until to-morrow.* 

* Until to-morrow, then.* 

Felicien obeyed, and watched Angeliqne as she ran, 
first under the shady elms, then along the banks of the 
Chevrotte, which were now bathed in light. Soon she 
closed the gate of the park, then darted across theCloa- 
Marie, through the high grass. While on her way, she 
thought it would be impossible to wait until sunrise, 
but that she would rap at the door of the Huberts' 
room as soon as she reached home, that she might wake 
them up and tell them eveiything. She was in such 
an expansion of happiness, such a turmoil of sincerity, 
that she realised she was incapable of keeping five 
minutes longer this great secret which had been hers 
for so long a time. She entered into their garden and 
closed the gate. 

And there, near the Cathedral, Angeliqne saw 
Hubertine, who waited for her in the night, seated 
upon the stone bench, which was surroimded by a small 
cluster of lilac-bushes. Awakened, warned by some 
inexpressible feeling, she had gone upstairs, then down 
again, and on finding all the doors open, that of the 
chamber as well as that of the house, she had under- 
stood what had happened. So, uncertain what it was 
best to do, or where to go, in the fear lest she might 
aggravate matters, she sat down anxiously. 

Angelique immediately ran to her, without em- 
barrassment, kissed her repeatedly, her heart beat- 
ing with joy as she laughed merrily at the thought 
that she had no longer need of hiding anything firom 
her. 
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'Oh, mother mine, everything is arranged! We 
are to be married very Boon, and I am so happy.' 

Before replying, Hnbertine examined her closely. 
But her fears vanished instantly before the limpid eyes 
and the pure lips of this exquisite young girl. Tet 
she was deeply troubled, and great tears rolled down 
her cheeks. 

' My poor, dear child,' she whispered, as she had 
done the previous evening in church. 

Astonished to see her in such a way, she who 
was always so equable, who never wept, Angelique 
exclaimed : 

'But what is the matter, dear mother? It is, 
indeed, true that I have not done right, inasmuch as 
I have not made you my confidante. But you would 
pardon me if you knew how much I have suffered from 
it, and how keen my remorse has been. Since at first 
I did not speak, later on I did not dare to break the 
silence. Will you forgive me ? ' 

She had seated herself near her mother, and had 
placed her arm caressingly around her waist. The old 
bench seemed almost hidden in this moss-covered 
comer of the Cathedral. Above their heads the lilacs 
made a little shade, while near them was the bush of 
eglantine which the young girl had set out in the hope 
that it might bear roses ; but, having been neglected 
for some time, it simply vegetated, and had returned to 
its natural state. 

' Mother, let me tell you everything now. Come, 
listen to me, please.' 
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T9KN, in a]ow tooi^) Angelique b^gaa lier eimj^. &ie 
related in, a|.flow pf inezb^tible words a}! t]iafe ha^< 
happened, calling tip the most minute details, grow- 
ing more and more excited at the recollection of them. 
She omitted nothing, bnt searched her memory as if it 
were for a confession. She was not at all embarrassed, 
although her cheeks grew very red and her eyes 
sparkled with flashes of pride ; yet she did not raise 
her voice, bnt continued to talk earnestly in a half- 
whisper. 

At length Hubertine interrupted her, speaking also 
very low : 

* Ah, my dear ! now y<pi3k jm t^ «cited. You have 
indeed to correct yourself, for you are carried away by 
youi> feeling^,, aa if, by a greali ^rinsL JLh/»my vain, 
my headstrqng.fbildyyomare ^abcays ihe JBuone little girl 
who. reftised to wash np the Jdtchenjfiooir^aa^jwho kio i to d 
hegc:oyfriihfl3odBB' .... ^..w.>.w. . ;..;*.: ^u^.. -.^ -i 

AngeUque could not prevent herself ftbm iagnghiny 
..Mfo, dojaotjai^h... Jt may be that iby^-^apd^'by ^on 
will not have tears enough to weep. My poor. daelLog^ 
this marriage can never take place.' 

Again her gaiety burst out in a long musical 
laugh. 
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^Bat motheri mother, what are you saying? Do 
yoa wish to punish me by teasing me ? It is a very 
Bunple matter. This evening Felicien is to talk of it 
with his £Ekther. TQ-|ji9Zxqw ^id will come to arrai^ga 
everything with yoa/ 

•^.^ SaOB^A^ it...be .tme ..that fhe> Jbeli^ved aftv thiof::? 
Hobertma iwas distressed, and knew not wl^at^odo.: At 
lasfcifihexQDdTLiifididt wasJbestiobeiatilefls and telLhpr-; 
that .it a wpnld;. faa impoasibl&j for - a , Jittle :ambsoidierer 
witbomt money.; and without/.nan^e to-mancy fidicien 
d'Hantecaoenr. . ; A^yoong Joan who.iiWL»w0ith so onaay 
millions ! The Jast ^ deqoendant . of .ona .^^' .tine-^oldest 
£EuauIieftofiEraiicel...Nio, that oouldjaeverije. ... 

But sat^! each. new obstacle lAngeliqaei^tcanqtli]Jy 
rqpliedi ^Bnt why nott?' It would beta real.aeaudid, a 
marriage beyond all ordinary conditions of happiness. 
Did she hope, then, to/ contend, against, all the wiorld? 
^Bnt why xu»b? ' ..Monseignenr is* called ^vei^ atrict 
and very hai^ghty,. proud of his.name, and severe izt-his 
criticisms tin xegard to all marks of afiection. Oould 
she dare to expect to bend him ? 

i^iBut .why not? '1 And, .unshakable in Jier Jbith, in 
her finui ingenuous manner, ahe said :,iJt» ia wy odd, 
dear mother, that: you should think people all so badi 
Especially when I iiave.. just assused ypa.that^every^ 
thing is well under way, and^iasure to came<out all^ght. 
Do you not . recollect ihat . .only two /months ago^ you 
8Colded>me, andb ridiculed myplkos ? /Yet I was^right^ 
and eveiTthing that I ezpectedbas comwto pasi;' .^:. 
. fBjity.unhappy. child, wait.for the.e&d L!l^ , . . s. -- 

Hubertine thought of the past, and was angry with 
herself: aa she now reflected,. jnoce bitterly than. 9ver 
before, that. Angelique. had been hix)ug^t up in audi 
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ignorance. Again she predicted to her the hard lessons 
of the reality of life, and she would have liked to have 
explained to her some of the cruelties and abomins' 
tions of the world, but, greatly embarrassed, she could 
not find the necessary words. What a grief it would be 
to her if some day i^e were forced to accuse herself of 
haying brought about the unhappiness of this child, who 
had been kept alone as a recluse, and allowed to dwell 
in the continued falsehood of imagination and dreams ! 

* Listen to me, dearest. You certainly would not 
wish to many this young man against the wish of us 
all, and without the consent of his father ? ' 

Angelique had grown very serious. She looked her 
mother in the face, and in a serious tone replied : 

* Why should I not do so ? I love him, and he loves 
me.* 

With a pang of anguish, Hubertine took her again 
in her arms, clasped her tenderly, but convulsively, and 
looked at her earnestly, but without speaking. The pale 
moon had disappeared from sight behind the Cathedral, 
and the flying, misty clouds were now delicately coloured 
in the heavens by the approach of the dawn. They 
were both of them enveloped in this purity of the early 
mom, in the great fresh silence, which was alone dis- 
turbed by the little chirping of the just-awakening birds. 

' But alas ! my dear child, happiness is only found in 
obedience and in humility. For one little hour of 
passion, or of pride, we sometimes are obliged to suffer 
all our lives. If you wish to be contented on this earth, 
be submissive, be ready to renounce and give up every- 
thing.* 

But feeling that she was still rebellious under her 
embrace, that which she had never said to anyone, that 
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which she still hesitated to speak of, almost inToltm- 
tarily escaped from her lips : 

^ Listen to me once more, my dear child. You think 
that we are happy, do yon not, your father and I. We 
should indeed be so had not our lives been embittered 
by a great vexation.' 

She lowered her voice still more, as she related 
with a trembling breath their history. The marriage 
without the consent of her mother, l^e death of their 
infant, and their vain desire to have another child, which 
was evidently the punishment of their fault. Still, they 
adored each other. They had lived by working, had 
wanted for nothing ; but their regret for the child they 
had lost was so ever-present that they would have been 
wretchedly unhappy, would have quarrelled, and perhaps 
even have been separated, had it not been that her 
husband was so thoroughly good, while for herself she 
had always tried to be just and reasonable. 

' Befiect, my daughter. Do not put any stumbling- 
block in your path which will make you suiSer later on. 
Be humble, obey, check the impulse of your heart as much 
as possible.' 

Subdued at last, Angelique restrained her tears, but 
grew very pale as she listened, and interrupted her by 
saying: 

' Mother, you pain me terribly. I love him, and I 
am sure that he loves me.' 

Then she allowed her tears to flow. She was quite 
overcome by all she had listened to, softened, and with 
an expression in her eyes as if deeply wounded by the 
glimpse given her of the probable truth of the case. 
Yet she could suffer, and would willingly die, if need be, 
for her love. 
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Then Hnbertine decided to oontindei 

'I da not wish to pain yoa too- deeply atono^ yet 
lb ir ftbflolately neceissary lliatr jod fdiotdd know the 
whole tratii. Last eTeniBg/aftety(m had g<me^iipfita£rs, 
I hdd (](ifite ft tlilk with the" Ahb6 GemiUe/ and he ex- 
plained to me why Mcmaeignenr, after great hdaitatLon, 
had at last- decided to call lids eon to Bet^unont.' One 
of hii^ greatest treobles was the impetnofiity of thd young 
man, tiio tmcontroUable baste which he manifested to 
plunge itito the excitement of life^ without listening to 
the advice of his eldei*s. After having with padn re- 
nounced all hope of miaking him a priest, hib &th«r 
found that he could not establish him -in any occupation 
suitable to his rank -and his fortune. ' He would never 
be anything but a headstrong fellow^ restlese, wandering, 
yielding te-^bis utistic tastes wben so inclined. ' He'waa 
alarmed at seeing in his son traits of character like those 
fix)m which fad himself had so erjaelly euffi^red^ . ' At last, 
i)n)m fear that he might take some, foolish step, and iaU 
in love with someone beneath him in position, he wished 
to have him here^ that he might be married At once. 

' Very well,' said Angelique, who did not yet under- 
stand. ■ ' • . «: . ■• ' .,...-. -; 

> -f Such a masriage had been proposed-even before kis 
arrival, and all preliminaries were settled yesterday, bo 
that tibe A4)b6 Comille formally announced that m the 
autumn Felicien would wed Mademoiselle X^laire de 
Voincourt. You know very well the Hdtel de- VKMneourt 
there, close to the Bishop's Palace. The family are very 
intimate with Monseigneur. On both sides, nothing 
better could be hoped for, either in the way of name or of 
fortune. The Abb6 himself highly approves of the union.' 
The young girl no longer listened to these reasons 



of fhe fitness of tliiDgs.'—Sndd^y -an linage ^appeai^ 
^to come before her- eyes-i-ihat of -Claire.-* She saw her, 
'SB-shd had eoeaston^y had <lk glimpse of her iiK-tiie 
alleys of the Fart dnrilig the winter^ or as die. had seen 
her €bi fS§te 'days, in the Cathedral. ^^ A tall yonn^kdy, 
-a-bntftettej^ veiy handsome, "of n- much' more fitrilQng 
-b^antj^ than h^ ewny and with a Toyal-beari^g^aK&d' ap- 
pearance. NotlvitibstasidiBg her haii^bty^ aidr^ «he was 
said'td'l)^ very good Mid;ki&d^ - ^ ^ -^ - - ^ yj^ 

' - fSo he is to^nairy Ais elegant young lady, rwho^ is 
not only beautiful but very rich,' she murmured. 

Then, as if suddenly pierced by a sharp agony, she 
exclaimed : 

*He uttered a falsehood! He did not tell me 
this!* 

She recollected now the momentaiy hesitation of 
Felicien, the lush of blood which had coloured his cheeks 
when she spoke to him of their marriage. The shock 
was so great that she turned deadly pale, and her head 
fell heavily on her mother's shoulders. 

^ My darling, my dear darling ! This is, indeed, a 
cruel thing ; I know it well. But it would have been 
still worse had you waited. Take courage, then, and 
draw at once the knife from the wound. Repeat to 
yourself, whenever the thought of this young man comes 
to you, that never would Monseigneur, the terrible Jean 
Xn., whose intractable pride, it appears, is still recollected 
by all the world, give his son, the last of his race, to a 
little embroiderer, found imder a gateway and adopted 
by poor people like ourselves.* 

In her weakness, Angelique heard all this without 
making any objection. What was it she felt pass over 
her face ? A cold breath coming from a distance, from 
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&r above the roofs of the hoofles^ seemed to freeze Iier 
blood. Was it trae that her mother was telling her of 
this misery of the world, this sad reality, ia the same 
way that parents relate the story of the wolf to unreason- 
able children ? She wonld never forget the shock and 
the grief of thisfirst experience of a bitter disappointment. 
Yet, however, she already excused Eelicien. He had 
told no falsehood ; he simply had been silent. Were 
his father to wish him to marry this young girl, no doubt 
he wonld refuse to do so. But as yet he had not dared 
to rebel. Ab he had not said anything to her of the 
matter, perhaps it was because he had just made up 
his mind as to what it was best for him to do. Beforethis 
sudden vanishing away of her air-castles, pale and weak 
from the rude touch of the actual life, she still kept her 
faith, and trusted, in spite of all, in the future realisa- 
tion of her dream. Eventually the fair promises for the 
future would come to pass, even although now her pride 
was crushed and she sank down into a state of humilia- 
tion and resignation. 

' Mother, it is true that I have done wrong, but I 
will never sin again. I promise you that I will be 
patient, and submit myself without a murmur of revolt 
to whatever Heaven wishes me to be.' 

It was true grace which spoke within her. The 
trial was great, but she was able to conquer, from the 
effects of the education she had received and the excel- 
lent example of the home life in which she had 
grown up. Why should she doubt the morrow, when 
until this present moment everyone near her had been 
so generous and so tender towards her ? She prayed 
that she might be able to have the wisdom of Catherine, 
the meekness of Elizabeth, the chastity of Agnes; and 
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re-comforted by the aid of the saints, she was sure that 
they alone wotdd help her to triumph oyer every trouble. 
Was it not true that her old friends the Cathedral, the 
Clos-Marie, and the Chevrotte, the little &esh house of 
the Huberts, the Huberts themselves, all who loved her, 
would defend her, without her being obliged to do any- 
thing, except to be obedient and good ? 

^Then, dear child, you promise me that you will 
never act contrary to our wishes, and above all against 
those of Monseigneur ? ' 

* Yes, mother, I promise/ 

' You also promise me not to see this young man 
again, and no longer to indulge in the foolish idea of 
marrying him ? * 

At this question her courage failed her. She almost 
felt the spirit of rebellion rise again within her, as she 
thought of the depth of her love. But in a moment she 
bowed her head and was definitely conquered. 

' I promise to do nothing to bring about a meeting 
with him, and to take no steps towards our mar- 
riage.' 

Hubertine, touched to the heart, pressed the young 
girl most affectionately in her arms as she thanked her 
for her obedience. Oh! what a dreadful thing it was, 
when wishing to do good to the child she so tenderly 
loved, she was forced to make her suffer so intensely. 
She was exhausted, and rose up hastily, surprised that 
daylight had come. The little cry of the birds had in- 
creased in every direction, although as yet none were to 
be seen in iBight. In the sky the clouds, delicate aa 
gauze, seemed to float away in the limpid blueness of 
the atmosphere. 

Then Angelique, whose look had mechanically fallen 

? 



210 flik DREAM 

Klpoii liet '#aa*h»©-bosH, iiU'Ust Aoticrf itJ wi&'itri ptitiy 

•-- ' * Toff '^'Were' tight, mother ddar j^-ft t^B fi(i?e# ^h^in 

h*r '♦^fb ftfi('ti&uftl.' i^The daya^ IbH^eiJ esieh-^bteefj-^^nd 
every forenoon fotfuS hi#^ sailed befol^f tile 'di£tttMe>^e 
hiaid foft^it'tfael pr6#)iiir e^ebfng/ '^NdtJillfglBppettredto 
be changed outwardly ; she kept strid3y%W^ltfoftlSte, 
shut herself up, and made no attdmpi'Wh&t^Pr)^^ to see 
Felicien. This did not seem to depress her at all, bat 
she kept her bright, youthfal look, smiling sweetly at 
Hnbertine when occasionally she saw her eyes fixed 
upon her as if astonished. However, in this enforced 
silence she thought only of him ; he was always in her 
mind. 

Her hope remained firm, and she was sure that in 
spite of all obstacles everything would come out all 
right in the end. In fact, it was this feeling of cer- 
tainty that gave her such an air of courage, of haughty 
rectitude, and of justice. 

Hubert from time to time scolded her. 

• You are over-doing, my dear ; you are really grow- 
ing, pale. I hope at ^ least that you 'sleep well at 
nigiit/ , , . 

'Oh yes, JTather! like a log!. N^ver in.my life did 
Ifeel better than, now.' ^.. 

.' But; Hubertine, becoming anxiouR ih her turn, pro- 
posed that they should take a little vacation, and j^kid : 
, . ^ If you would, like it, my child, :^e will shut up the 
house', and we will go, all three of us, to Paris for a while.' 

'Ph! ^lother mii^e, of wh^t are.youthiniipg? 
What would become of all our orders for work ? You 



IdtiDw^r^am vevtit & Befetor health %faan wHoof ei^sely 

occupied/ -.-• -' - -• ^^'- - ■ -...rr.- r;..r.v ,, 

^ ' * ' 'Iii stoality, (AngdULqae^ flimplyawaitedrttl Inincley flome 
isAmfestaidon-ef th¥. Invisible which itdidd^>gr(r¥ her io 
Felicien, In addition to the fact t£at rixef hadphnnised 
♦ddoirothing; what xfeeii was tirere of her^triving/ since 
m %» beyond ' sonte unfcnowii'Tpdwer was "^always wtfrkin'g 
for her ? So, in her voluntary inaction, 'while feigning 
indififer^ce, she^-Was continually dii the WBtch, Kst^ning 
toiiief voices of H^ that quivered Mctond her, and tb^the 
4ittte'fe!niliar* doundi of tihas cii^le in which sh« iiired 
and which would asstiredlyhfelpf'h^Br. SoBawthing must 
eventually come from necessity. As die leaned 'dver 
her fenbroideiy-frame, not^&r fibm^ thiebpcn window, 
she loit not a trembling 'of the leaves, not a murmur of 
the Ghevrotte. He slightest sighs' frbm the Oatheftrcll 
oania'to her,^ magniJSed tenfolti 'by the eageibefss of h'to 
attention ; she ^eveU' heard lihe slippers of ^the beadle lis 
he walked round Ite altar when putting' out the tapers^ 
Agam at her side she felt the light touch of mysterious 
^wii^; die knew that she wasmded by the ux&nown, 
and at times she even turned suddenly, thinkings that a 
phantom had whispered in he^^eurtbe way of^gMtiing 
t^ hoped-tfcnr' victory. ■ But dsyr passed and no change 
came;- • ' .;.., 4.- --..'* --k^, 

!At night, that she lieed not brelik her word;Ang^l- 
iqne at first did not go out upon the balcony, for feftr of 
being tem|)ted torqoiii' FeKci^, wer^ die^to'see' him 
below her. She remained quietly waiting in her cham- 
ber. Then, as the leaves even scarcely stirred, but 
seemed to sleep, she ventured out, and began to question 
the dark shadows as before. 

From whence would the miracle come ? Without 

P3 
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doubt, in the Bishop's garden would be seen a flaming 
hand, which would beckon to her to approach. 

Or, perhaps, the sign would appear in the Cathedral, 
the great orgauB of which would peal forth, and would 
call her to the altar. 

Nothing would have surprised her: neither the 
doves of the ' Golden Legend ' bringing the words of bene- 
diction, nor the intervention of saints, who would enter 
through the walls, to tell her that Monseigneur wished 
to see her. The only thing at which she wondered waa 
the slowness of the working of the marvel. Like the 
day, the nights succeeded nights, yet nothing, nothing 
manifested itself. 

At the close of the second week, that which aston- 
ished Angelique above all was that she had not seen 
Felicien. She, it was true, had pledged herself to take 
no steps towards meeting him, yet, without having said 
so to anyone, she thought he would do all in his power 
to find her. But the Glos-Marie remained deserted, and 
he no longer walked among the wild grasses therein. 
Not once during the past fortnight had she had a glimpse 
of him by day, or even seen his shadow in the evening. 
Still her faith remained unshaken ; that he did not come 
was simply that he was occupied in making his prepara- 
tions to rejoin her. However, as her surprise increased 
there was at length mingled with it a beginning of 
anxiety. 

At last, one evening the dinner was sad at the em- 
broiderer's, and as soon as it was over Hubert went out, 
under the pretext of having an important commission to 
attend to, so Hubertine remained alone with Angelique 
in the kitchen. She looked at her for a long time with 
moistened eyes, touched by such courage. During the 
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past fortniglit not one word had been exchanged between 
them in reference to those things with which their 
hearts were full, and she was deeply mored by the 
strength of character and loyalty her daughter displayed 
in thus keeping her promise. A sadden feeling of deep 
tenderness made her open her arms, and the young girl 
threw herself npon her breast, and in silence they clasped 
each other in a loving embrace. 

Then^ when Hnbertine was able to speak, she 
said: 

^ Ah ! my poor child, I have been impatient to be 
alone with yon, for yon mnst know that now all is at an 
end ; yes, qnite at an end.' 

Startled, Angelique rose quickly, exclaiming : 

« What I is Felicien dead ? ' 

«No! oh no!' 

^ If he will never come again, it is only that he is 
dead.' 

So Hubertine was obliged to explain to her that the 
day after the procession she had been to see him, and 
had made him also promise that he would keep away 
from them until he had the full authorisation of 
Honseigneur to do otherwise. It was thus a definite 
leave-taking, for she knew a marriage would be utterly 
impossible. She had made him almost distracted as she 
explained to him how wrongly he had done in thus com- 
promising a young, ignorant, confiding child, whom he 
would not be allowed to make his wife ; and then he 
had assured her, that if he could not see her again, he 
would die from grief, rather than be disloyid. 

That same evening he confessed everything to his 
father. 

* You see, my dear,' continued Hubertine, * you are 
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BO oonrageouB that I can repeat to you all I know witlip> 
out hesitation. Oh ! if you realised, my darling, how I 
pity yon, and what admiration I have for yon ainoe I 
h^e found you so stipog^ «(^xhra?a^in keeping silent and 
in appearing gay when your heart was heavily burdened. 
Boit j^ -w;jm>lfiQ^e need «f even- motre'&mnesip} J^^ 
mndi ttioee^ my- dear^ This afternoon^ I hiKVe seen^-tii^ 
Abb6 Comille, and he gi^»B me-no^BOQdragement^liat^ 
evi^. /MonseigneQC reposes tO"listeis to the suhgeiets, so 
there is no more hope.' • - 

She eicpected a flood of tears^joid she was astonished 
to pee lier. ^daughter reseat herself, tranquilly, ^altbofigb 
she had turned very pale. The old oaken table «had 
been cleared; and a lamp lighted up this anii^onti ser- 
vants' hall, the quiet of which was only disturbed by 
the humming of the boiler. . '- 

. ' Mother, dear, the.end.has not yet^come. iTeli me 
everything, I beg of you. Have I not a right to know 
all, since X Am the one above ail others most deeply in- 
terested in the matter ? ' . » •' 

And she listened attentively to that which Hub^>- 
tine thought best to tell her of what she had le£u*ned firom 
the Abb6, keeping back only certain details of the..-la& 
which was as, yet an. uxiknown thing to this innocent 
child.. .:.„ .-.;' .j :; .».. . . :. .. . , .. ./ \r\^ Y. • 

'V. i.u . ■ 'l. » / <'.;*■ -»;. .•.«_•. .1 .} tut*.. J •,•.!- tll'JX- 

J ■ .•;. •- . i-i , . ?vi r v.. f • V . t - ' ' '^ '-' y^' '■ ■ '- 

t'l }'. .-.' -C/-.I . ir ,V^' • -V-ti ■- ' . *-- ■' ■' *- ~ .' .s..--<--'>v' - J-J.ji 

i ••-'«*/ -...'Jv A'l-- ••£• -i ••• ■■'■ .It '.''..:.. ^'i .» n. i'Jvtxi.* 
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iTTOc:G jI ". .Oi.r.'G.fO 0111.', 

ij-At':. o<;t :;•.•.';!:/■; ;\. oji /£.-.;.•■•:;■ ' nq ■;•. uag ji'; o':»'iij 

Si]jrp^,%,f^tuni,qf his ^^^^tp^l^jiiQ.^^^^^ Jay^. 

from his presence almost immediately upon the death of 
his wife, and remaining ^thqptsSQeiiig him for twenty 
years, lo ! he had now come back to him in the pleni- 
tude and lustre of youth, the living portrait of the one 
he had so mourned, with the same delicate grace and 
beauty. This long exile, this resentment against a child 
whose life had cost that of the mother, was also an act 
of prudence. He realised it doubly now, and regretted 
that he had changed his determination of not seeing him 
again. Age, twenty years of prayer, his life as clergy- 
man, had not subdued thau9LrQ^e]i^!a|;e man within him.> 
It was simply necessary that iMs son of his, this child 
of tbe.wx&>j9.had ao^ ^r6d»,j9boql<l.«^ear^.witb.rhi& 
lau^g^biiag. bloi9 .^ie^ :to.;»iake.. tsbe. bii^^pd cisr^uj^te^^jo. 
rapidly in bis. Y^ewwij w if it,;WQuJd iborst .them, ^9M iha 
seemedita think .that tlik^ideiu]. had bq^n bj^ugbt ^ Ufe> 
again,? .He stioick |ii».ibFe^, to. apbhod^.tbitt^yitinj 
penitencfi, m haJsem^mberedjthibt^ttiieLJoyd qf ^maiTi^ life. 
and;thevtiea springing i^ei:elrom..were prdKibifced;.tQ^tha- 
priesthiood.. The gop^. Abh6 CbfuiUe had sp^en of allr 
this^Hubertifema lowJKoice «o^ lips*. 

M]»leiiQus jEibundft had been hmEd;, ati4it.wiii8 !whiq[Ma^^ 
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that Monseignetir shut liimself up after twilight, and 
passed nights of combat, of tears and of cries, tibe violence 
of which, although partly stifled by the hangings of his 
room, yet firightened the members of his household. 
He thought that he had forgotten ; that he had con« 
quared passion ; but it reappeared with the violence of 
a tempest, reminding him of the terrible man he had 
been formerly — ^the bold adventurer, the descendant of 
brave, legendary chieftains. Each evening on his knees 
he flayed his skin with haircloth, he tried to banish the 
phantom of the regretted wife by calling from its coffin 
the skeleton which must now be there. But she 
constantly appeared before him, living, in the delicious 
freshness of youth, such as she was when very young he 
had first met her and loved her with the devoted affection 
of maturity. The torture then recommenced as keen 
and intense as on the day after her death : he mourned 
her, he longed for her with the same revolt against God 
Who had taken her from him ; he was unable to calm 
himself until the break of day, when quite exhausted by 
contempt of himself and disgust of all the world. Oh ! 
this passion, this old Adam that he wished to crush in 
order to re-enter witii humility into the sweet peace of 
Divine love ! When he went out of his room Monseigneur 
resumed his severe attitude, his expression was calm 
and haughty, and his &ce was only slightly pale. The 
morning when Felicien had made his confession he 
listened to him without interruption, controlling himself 
with so great an effort that not a fibre of his body 
quivered, and he looked earnestly at him, distressed 
beyond measure to see him, so young, so handsome, so 
eager, and so like himself in this folly of impetuous love 
It was no longer with bitterness, but it was his absolute 
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will, his hard daty to save his son from the ills which 
had caused him so much suffering, and he would destroy 
the passion in his child as he wished to kill it in himself. 
This romantic history ended by gi viog him great anxiety. 
Oould it be true that a poor girl — a child without a 
name, a little embroiderer, first seen under a pale ray of 
moonlight, had been transfigured into a delicate Virgin 
of the Legends, and adored with a fervent love as if in 
a dream ? At each new acknowledgment he thought 
his anger was increased, as his heart beat with such an 
inordinate emotion, and he redoubled his attempts at 
self-control, knowing not what ciy might come to his 
lips. He had finished by replying with the single word, 
* Never I* Then Felicien threw himself on his knees 
before him, implored him, and pleaded his cause as well 
as that of Angelique, in the trembling of respect and of 
terror with which the sight of his father always filled 
him. Until then he had approached him only with 
fear. He besought him not to oppose his happiness, 
without even daring to lift his eyes towards his saintly 
personage. With a submissive voice he offered to go 
away, no matter where ; to leave all his great fortune to 
the Church, and to take his wife so far from there that 
they would never be seen again. He only wished to 
love and to be loved, unknown. Monseigneur shook 
from trembling as he repeated severely the word, * Never ! * 
He had pledged himself to the Voincourts, and he would 
neve? break his engagement with them. Then Felicien, 
quite discouraged, realising that he was very angry, went 
away, fearing lest the rush of blood, which empurpled 
his cheeks, might make him commit the sacrilege of an 
open revolt against paternal authority. 

* My child,' concluded Hubertine, * you can easily 
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nnjiarsta&d tbatyaamnstJEM^ longer; t)uzik itf tiuftyonng' 
miin, file yoii'^s^rtfudy/woidd aot,^qi)di tor act^dnjasppo^ 
sitiaii ,to . ibe t mshes. s<^. .J^fQns^iheaiu I ; .^|iowi;'tliafr 
beliara^and, bat I preferred that the fsu^ should speak 
foi>.4ih&iMel7e8,-aiidtbat no .ob^itaojbo ahoold.appeac .t(> 

4.Aagfiiqne J^ Jist^ed to all;this eabnlyv^^^^- 
hands-listlmlyfGla^iaid in hervJap. r .ScaEodj liad/oduBi 
even ^rppp^Jioi^^^Q^iidir firom. tim^ to t^e, aai.9^y^ 
fixe^l^kBDfihOf aa9> the 1^98 .«o^ vividly described — 
F^kiep^at ^e:leeit;of MxnafBi^gnfiiir^ ^aaUsag dfchoiiJai 
an overflow of tenderness. She did not answer immedi-* I 

atdy, but oontinned to think seriotisly, in the dead 
quiet of the kitchen, where even the little bubbling 
sound of Uie water in the boiler was no longer heard. 
She lowered her eyes and looked at her hands, which, 
under the lamplight, seemed as if made of beautiful 
ivory. Then, while the smile of perfi3Ct confidence came 
back to her lips, she said simply : 

' If Monseigneur refuses, it is because he waits to 
know me.' 

, Ij^hat night Angelique slept btt1( little. The idea 
that to see her would enable at once Monseigneur to 
deCffiia -m lieir favour haunted her.< > T^i^os^- was in it nb^ 
pemoial,- feminine vanity^ but,«he was- und^r^tbd 'infiuH^' i 

ence /of^nddep^ intense feve^ and 'h^r* true a^Eec^on^fo^^ ' 

FeUoion.iwa8 so^evidenti i^he was surd 'that trheis'laJg^ 
fatheirxealisedit he eouldi^ot be, so obstinate as taxnafae 
them botihi unhappy. Many times she toitied'i<lNstie0%*^ 
iniier^.bed,a»she pictured what zWouldhi^pei&. ^^B^lbile 
her dosed eyes .Monseigneur oonstan<^3^> passe^^ his 
violet-coloured robe;: >. f ei>bi^ it wasyiiideed, thioagh- 
him, and.by^him, that the 'expeptedndif«iel& '^9fm to «{ 
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appear. The warm night was sleeping without, and 
she eagerly listened for the voices, trying to know what 
the trees, the Chevrotte, the Cathedral, her chamber 
itself, peopled with i^noh .firi^ndly shadows, advised \^ 
to do. But there was only an indistinct humming, and 
ncthiiig precise came to her. IttSeeo^^, >hi9wever,'4i6^>i| 
mysterious whispers encouraged her to persevere. At 
last^be gisew-impati^nt of these too alow e6rtitttd08,.and 
a|s«hefell,adeep she ^urprispd herself bysay^ yr,..:\ 

. ...< Toi^movrpw I willspeak tp Mons^gneur/' f< *> 

Wheaa 8ha awoke^ he^prcq)OSQd'pla^ seined not only, 
quite natural but necessary.. It was^ ingenuoua^^and 
brave;- bom of a proud and great purity. . - i. ^ ...... 

' SheJoQew that at five. o'clock on ey^ry Saturday 
afternoon Monseigneur w«nt to kneel i^. thel GHiqpet 
H^teiCGBur, where.he. Uked to pray alone^^ giving.. him-« 
self up. entiirely t& .the past of, bis race and:.to.thiniself, 
seeking a solitude which was respected by all conoeote^ 
with the Cathedral. As it fortunately happened^ this 
was « Saturday, She quickly.carofi.to a decisi(gp. . < At 
the Bishop's Palace, jnofeonly would 6he,be,.apt to find 
it difficult to be received, but, ,01^ .the. otiber band,^ 
there were always so many people. about sh^js^ofdd: be 
fllat eage ;..iidalst It would be sq. ^ple to^wait bw in 
the^chapeU and to introduce bers49l^)to. ^i^sgh^iimx a» 
soon a» hQ appeiure4. ..That, day ,«he ^mb|;9^ere4 y^ 
her ,ue»a| appJioatipn and coapaposure. , JRym 151. her. ^b> 
Burojof doing, the right thuift flheibftd,iip.,ipp8^^e»t 
fev«rof,espectatio9^ .Wb(99 it wasjEou^io'clook^^spipikci 
offing to see thi9 m^6 , (Jabet, j^d F^tf^.Qut^. dire^aed 
asfor,^pz:dinairy. walk, weai^ing he;:;.Uttle.gardi^hat 
tied carelessly under her chin< .She> tiir];iQd ,to the 
left^ and pushing open , the linted, stuffed doQr.^ff^ the 
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portal of Saint Agnes, let it (all back heavily behind 
her. 

The chnrch was empty ; alone, the confessional of 
Saint Joseph was still occupied by a penitent, the edge 
of whose black dress was jnst seen as one passed. An- 
gelique, who had been perfectly self-possessed until now, 
began to tremble as she entered this sacred, cold solitude, 
where even the little sound of her steps seemed to echo 
terribly. Why was it that her heart grew so oppressed ? 
She had thought she was quite strong, and the day had 
passed most peacefully — she was so sure of being right 
in her desire to be happy. But now that she was 
ignorant of what might happen she turned pale as if 
guilty, quite frightened at thinking thao she was to see 
Monseigneur, and that in truth she had come there ex- 
pressly to speak to him. She went quietly to the 
Chapd Hautecoeur, where she was obliged to remain 
leaning against the gate. 

This chapel was one of the most sunken and dark 
of the old Bomanesque apse. Like a cave hewn in a 
rock, straight and bare, with the simple nerves of its 
low, vaulted ceiling, it had but one window, that of 
stained glass, on which was the Legend of St. Qeorge, 
and in whose panes the red and blue so predominated 
that they made a lilac-coloured light, as if it were 
twilight. The altar, in black and white marble, was 
unomamented, and the whole place, with its picture of 
the Crucifixion, and its two chandeliers, seemed like a 
tomb. The walls were covered with commemorative 
tablets, a collection from top to bottom of stones 
crumbling from age, on which the deeply-cut inscrip- 
tions could still be read. 

Almost stified, Angelique waited, motionless. A 
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beadle passed, who did not even see her, so closely had 
she pressed herself against the interior of the iron 
railing. She still saw the dress of the penitent who 
was at the confessional near the entrance. Her eyes, 
gradually accnstomed to the half-light, were mechanically 
fixed upon the inscriptions, the characters of which she 
ended by deciphering. Certain names stmck her, 
calling back to her memory the legends of the Ghateaa 
d'HantecoBur, of Jean V, le Grand, of Baonl HI., and of 
Herv6 VII. 

She soon fonnd two others, those of Laurette and of 
Balbine, which brought tears to her eyes, so nervous 
was she from trouble and anxiety — ^Laurette, who fell 
from a ray of moonlight, on her way to rejoin her 
betrothed, and Balbine, who died from sudden joy at the 
return of her husband, whom she thought had been 
killed in the war. They both of them came back at night 
and enveloped the Castle with their immense, flowing 
white robes. Had she not seen them herself the day of 
their visit to the ruins, as they floated, towards evening, 
above the towers in the rosy pallor of the dusk ? Ah ! 
how willingly she would die as they did, although but 
sixteen years of age, in the supreme happiness of the 
realisation of her dream ! 

A loud noise which reverberated under the arches 
made her tremble. It was the priest who came out 
from the confessional of Saint Joseph and shut the door 
after him. She was surprised at no longer seeing the 
penitent, who had already gone. And when in his turn 
the clergyman went out by way of the sacristy, she 
realised that she was absolutely alone in the vast solitude 
of the Cathedral. At the loud sound of the door of the 
confessional, as it creaked on its hinges, she thought 



that 'M6BS6igit0!ir ynA oaMing.' 'It waS nMrlj.half^ 
hour sinoe tihe had expected lliIl^'!yet«lte^^ not ilbaUM 
it^'ftlr^dF €)xdtemeBt''|)]w^eiited h^ ilakkig^tttty 

ALOfieroffime;. ' '- ^' • . , . ^. .r ,.r>.>. 4^, .xi r 

Soon a new name drew her eyes towards tK^ tridell 
i^Pdioidn ni., who wettt to JPfcleBtiii*,t5aa*ying'aF<54iidle 
ia-hi»'i»nd,'tO'- ftdfil a^vow of ♦Hxilip^'^'l^ BeL ^ iksA 
hf/t heart beiat with pride as she'saw b6fei^ ber^-ibeiitalLy^ 
tiie yonthfol' Feiicien- Vn.) the dei^endant of tkU^tiiesd 
worthies, the fair^haired nobleman whom she aSoreil^ 
WBAhj wtottk ehe^as -so «ten3orly -loifed; ' • Sfie Suddenly 
beeam^ fSled withpride a^fea^.' Was itpobsiUe tfaAt 
shehetadf^waB-'tiierej^in^the ebqpdctation -of ^brmging 
about a. pr6digy? Opposite her 'there wasr a freshfer 
plaqaeof marUe j dating from the htst e^itmry^^eblac^ 
letters ^\ipoif' which ahe^oonld' e^itdly Tead. Norbert 
Lofiiis' Ogifet*', Mafqnis' d'HantbcoBur, Prihce'of Mirande 
and t£ Bouvres, €ount'of'Ferri^res, of Mont^a and^ of 
Saint Marc, and also of Villeiharenil^ (Ae^alier^of the 
iwr-Boyid Qi^ders of -Saint' Esprit, 'Saint Ifidhel, Notre 
Bame de^ Oarmel and fiMnt^ Lotfis, Li^ntenknt in^^the 
Army- ;bf* the rEbigy Crdvemor "bf 'Normafadyj UAdii]^. 
office'aa<3aptains-General 6f tixe Hunting, leSid Matter tif 
the Hounds. All these were /the 'tiiied tof ^^EtiiciBn^s 
gmidflEtJier, and yM she- had oomej'so'simple^witir her 
wferfc&ig-flress And her' fingers wom^by <hd nb^dle^' in 
hopes of marryihg the grandson' of this dead digilit»^{ 
^ ' 13ie^e^as<aisHght l^und,^scdroely ift rustling, tm'^jn 
flagstones. She turned and saw Monseignenr, and 
remained motionless at this silent approach without the 
pomp and surroundings she had vaguely expected. He 
entered into the chapel, tall, erect, and noble-looking^ 
dressed in purple, with his pale fisbce, his rather large 
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nosej and liifa superb eyes, whick fitUl-seetifeS yoatMnl 
in their expression. A^':&st« he did zietr ndtioe^^vher 
against'the Idfick' gate. -Th^, att ke wa& abotft to^^el 
dowaylie saw^hOTbeforeliiM at his fest.-'-' -' •» -r a 

With treliiUifig limbs^ oy^pe(»ii&bjFJ:«0]pect a»d;^fear, 
AngeKqtie'had^alleii- apcm- her -kiiees. ^> H'e)/se(med to 
Iter at'^his ihom^Qtlike tbe£teHialr/£^a&^ t^riUe-^in 
aspect and absolute master of her destiny. Bnt^ker 
hearl w(m» itiU cotii^ge^Sj-and'^&'flpefee: tft onoe. 
' • *CSil?Jion«»gne^f Ihayef^coma-r-r^ --^ . • f-r. 

As for the Bishop, he had risen immediately. He 
had a vagae recollection of her; the young gurl, seen 
first at her window on the day of the procession, and 
re-found a little later standing on a chair in the church ; 
this little embroiderer, with whom his son was so 
desperately in love. He uttered no word, he made no 
gesture. He waited, stem and stiff. 

*• Oh ! Monseigneur, I have come on purpose that 
you may see me. You have, it is true, refiised to accept 
me, but you do not know me. And now, here I am. 
Please look at me before yon repel me again. I am the 
one who loves, and am also beloved, and that is all. 
Nothing beyond this affection. Nothing but a poor 
child, found at the door of this church. You see me at 
your feet, little, weak, and humble. 15. 1 trouble you it 
will be very easy for you to send me away. You have 
only to lift your little finger to crush' me^ But thmk 
of my tears ! Were you to know how I have suffered, 
yoawould.be compassionate; I wkhed, Monseigneur, 
to plead ^y cause in my turtit.* I Idve, and that is why 
I'lmeel before yon, to tell you so. Z am ignorarit in 
many ways ; I only know I love. All my BtreEtgthand 
ftllmy pride is- centred in that fact. Ib not that suffi* 
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dent? It certainly makes one great and good to be 
able to say that one really loves/ 

She continaed with sighs^ and in broken phrases, to 
confess everything to him, in an unaffected outpooring 
of ardent feeling. It was a trae affection that thus 
acknowledged itself. She dared to do so because she 
was innocent and pure. Little by little she raised her 
head. 

^ We love each other, Monseigneur. Without doubt 
he has already told you how all this came to pass. As 
for me, I have often asked myself the question without 
being able to reply to it. But we love each other, and if 
it is a crime to do so, pardon it, I beseech you, for it 
came from afar, from everything in short that surrounded 
us. When I realised that I loved him, it was already 
too late to prevent it. Now, is it possible to be angry 
on that account ? You can keep him with you, make 
him marry some other person, but you cannot prevent 
him from giving me his heart. He will die without 
me, as I shall if obliged to part frotn him. When he 
is not by my side I feel that he is really near me, and 
that we will never be entirely separated, since we carry 
each other's life with us. I have only to close my eyes 
to re-see him when I wish, so firmly is his image im- 
pressed on my soul. Our whole natures are thus closely 
united for life. And could you wish to draw us away 
from this union ? Ob ! Monseigneur, it is divine ; do 
not try to prevent us loving each other ! ' 

He looked at her in her simple working-dress, so 
fresh, so unpretending, and attractive. He listened to 
her as she repeated the canticle of their love in a voice 
that both fascinated and troubled him, and which grew 
stronger by degrees. But as her garden-hat fell upon 
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her flhoulderg, her ezqiuEdte hair seemed to make a halo 
around her head of fine gold, and she appeared to him, 
indeed, like one of those legendary virgins of the old 
prayer-books, so frail was she, so primitive, so absorbed 
in her deep feeling of intense and pore affection. 

^ Be good, be merciful, Monseigneur. You are the 
master. Do allow us to be happy ! ' 

She implored him, and finding that he remained un- 
moved, without speaking, she again bowed down her 
head. 

Oh ! this unhappy child at his feet; this odour of 
youth that came up from the sweet figure thus bent 
before him ! There he saw, as it were again, the beauti- 
ful light looks he had so fondly caressed in the days 
gone by. She, whose memory still distressed him after 
twenty years of penitence, had the same fresh youthful- 
ness, the same proud expression, and the same lily-like 
grace. She had re-appeared; it was she herself who 
now sobbed and besought him to be tender and merci- 
ful. 

Tears had come to Angelique, yet she continued to 
outpour her heart. 

' And, Monseigneur, it is not only that I love him, 
but I also love the nobility of his name, the lustre of his 
royd fortune. Yes, I know well that being nothing, that 
having nothing, it seems as if I were only desirous of 
his money. In a way, it is true it is also for his wealth 
that I wish to marry him. I tell you this because it is 
necessary that you should know me thoroughly. Ah ! 
to become rich by him and with him, to owe all my 
happiness to him, to live in the sweetness and splendour 
of luxury, to be free in our loving home, and to have no 
more sorrow, no misery around us ! That is my ideal t 

Q 
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lSinc6 He lias loveS ifie tfarTcy myself dresscii' IdTieaTy 
brocades, as ladies were* in olflen 3ays ; 1 tave on /my 
ani^ and around iny's^k strings of "pearls a^ot pre^ons 
Bidiies '; Thiftve horses and carriages ; proves m Wfiiplil 
take long walks, followed by pages. Whenever I l£m^ 
of hitti my dreaili f^otnmeiices; and-I toy to myltelf, ''^This 
must all come to pass, for it' perfects mjrctasire to become 
a qtteen.'^ ' Is' it,^th^n^ !M!onseigneur, '^ t)ad thiiig to love 
him mdte bdcauise'he cto gi^ti^'aH my t^dish wfthin]^ 
by showering down miraculous floods of gold upon 1^6 
asiii f^iry-tales?*" ' * ' \ ''' ' ' ; '^ ' ^"'' ' / 

He'Saw then thiat ^h€» ¥dse it]^ proudly, with dcL^fti^ 
nig, stately air. of a true'princesdj ift' spite of hef'ite^i 
simplicity.' lAiid she was iklway«'6±abtly'tii Mr 

maiden of other years, with the same flower-Ilke 
delicacy; tihe - sakne tieiider tears, ' cleai* a«* rtiiii^r A 
spiecies of intoxication came from her; the'Vtob br^th 
of whidh moutited to ills &cid-— thr skini^ fthadoW of a 
ri^membrance VMch mdde Mik at tiiglit tUN>w'hSitiself 
on his devotional chair, sobbing so deeply that he di#- 
tbrbed the sacred sitence of the Palace;^ 'Ufitiltliree 
o'clock in the morning of this same day he' Had contended 
with imhsblf a^aln, and this long hiktoiy^bf loVe, this 
stbry of ^assiob, wonld Only revive ttnd excil^ h&ili<^nr^ 
ablt3 wound, fiut b^^hiidd Ids impissivetiess ftothiii|S|' waa 
seen, nothin]^ betrayed His eflbrt at sbifnl^iiiKd ft&<j^ his 
attempt to cbnquei'the be^iting'of hts heart. Widi^ h^ 
to lose his life's'blood^^dro^ by drop; ho one s'hduld see 
it flow, and he now simply became paler, was silent and 
immovable. 

At last this great persistent silence made Angelique 
desperate, and she redoubled her prayers. 

'I put myself in your hands, Monseigneur. Do 




' I pit my sal f ifi ytmr ha mis ^ i\Umiigjt€if^- 
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with me whatever yon think best ; but have pity when 
deciding my fate/ 

Still, as he continued silent, he terrified her, and 
seemed to grow taller than ever as he stood before 
her in his fearful majesty. The deserted Cathedral, 
whose aisles were already dark, with its high vaulted 
arches where the daylight seemed dying, made the agony 
of this silence still harder to bear. In the chapel, where 
the commemorative slabs could no longer be seen, there 
remained only the Bishop in his purple cassock, that now 
looked black, and his long white face, which alone seemed 
to have absorbed all the light. She saw his bright eyes 
jfixed upon her with an ever-increasing depth of expres- 
sion, and shrunk from them, wondering if it were 
possible that anger made them shine in so strange a way. 

* Monseigneur, had I not come to-day, I should have 
eternally reproached myself for having brought about 
the unhappiness of us both from my want of courage. 
Tell me then, oh, tell me that I was right in doing so, 
and that you will give us your consent ! ' 

What use would there be in discussing the matter 
with this child? He had already given his son the 
reasons for his refusal, and that was all-sufficient. Th<*t 
he had not yet spoken was only because he thought he 
had nothing to say. She, no doubt, understood him, 
and she seemed to wish to raise herself up that she might 
be able to kiss his hands. But he threw them behind 
him violently, and she was startled at seeing his white 
face become suddenly crimson, from a rush of blood to 
his head. 

^ Monseigneur ! Monseigneur ! ' 

At last he opened his lips, to say to her just one word, 
the same he had said to his son : 
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•Never!' 

And without remaiiiing to praj that daji as was 
his wont, he left the chapel, and with slow stex>s soon 
disappeared behind the pillars of the apse. 

Falling on the flagstones, Angeliqne wept for a long 
time, sobbing deeply in the great peaceful silence of the 
empty church. 



THE DREAM 229 



CHAPTER XIV 

That same evening in the kitchen, after they left the 
dinner-table^ Angeliqne confessed everything to Hubert, 
telling him of her interview with the Bishop, and of the 
latter's refusal. She was very pale, but not at all excited. 

Hubert was quite overcome. What ? Could it be 
possible that his dear child already suffered ? That she 
also had been so deeply wounded in her affections ? His 
eyes were filled with tears from his sympathy with her, 
as they were both of that excessively sensitive nature 
that at the least breath they were carried away by their 
imaginations. 

* Ah ! my poor darling, why did you not consult me ? 
I would willingly have accompanied you, and perhaps I 
might have persuaded Monseigneur to yield to your 
prayers.* 

With a look Hubertine stopped him. He was really 
unreasonable. Was it not much better to seize this 
occasion to put an end at once to all ideas of a marriage 
which would be impossible ? She took the young girl 
in her arms, and tenderly kissed her forehead. 

< Then, now it is ended, my dear child ; all ended ? * 

Angelique at first did not appear to understand what 
was said to her. Soon the words returned to her as if 
from a distance. She looked fixedly before her, seem- 
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mg anzions to question the empty space, and at last she 
replied : 

* Without doubt, mother/ 

Indeed, on the morrow she seated herself at the 
work-frame and embroidered as she was wont to do. 
She took up her usual routine of daily work, and did 
not appear to suffer. Moreover, no allusion was made 
to the past ; she no longer looked from time to time out 
of the window into the garden, and, gradually losing 
her paleness, the natural colour came back to her cheeks. 
The sacrifice appeared to have been accomplished. 

Hubert himself thought it was so, and, convinced of 
the wisdom of Hubertine, did all in his power to keep 
Felicien at a distance. The latter, not daring to openly 
reyp^t against his £ftther, grew feverishly impatient, to 
s^ch a d^5fee,tibat h^ dmoaji bri^e j^fj,pjpnjj^ ^ \^ 
mtySjf tp ;-wajit .jjgi^j^ ,^i%>'i^ ^?yipfi.H/ SS? i A^^^^® 
ag^..^j]^p jWj;9ii9^,to||e?,^d the le^tejqs were intercepted. 
He.^y^n yrept tp tiie bQu^e,,9fl^ monii^ 
Hubert alone who received him. Their (^plspa^j^ 
cony^ersation saddened them both to an equal degree, so 
much did the young man appear to suffer when the 
embroiderer told hiiQ,Qfhv3ji^,agh|)er's calmness and her 
air of forgetfulness. He besought him to be loyal, and 
to go away, that he might not again throw the child into 
the fearful trouble of the last few weeks. 

Felicien again pledged himself to be patient, but he 
violently refused to take back his word, for he was still 
hopeful that he might persuade his &ther in the end. 
He could wait ; he would let affiiirs remain in their 
present state with the Voincourts, where he dined twice 
a week, doing so simply to avoid a direct act of open 
rebellion. 
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And as he left the house he besought Hubert to 
explain to AngeUque why he had oonsented to the 
torment of not seeing her for the moment; he thought 
only of her, and the sole aim of everything he did was 
to gain her at last. - 

_ ; : !Wheii l)§r. hifisban^ repeat^ this cpnye^tion to her, 
Hubertin.e grpw ypry serious^ ^en, after a short sil^pce^ 
she .asked ; , . ,_ ,. \ 

^ Shall you tell our daughter whiaii he asked you to 
eaytoiiOT?,' \ , ; . . ^ .' . . 

. ^ I ought to do 30/ . ' . 

€he was again, silent, but finally added : . . 

^ Act according to your conscience. But he is now 
nnder. a delusion. He will eventualjy be obliged to 
yi^d to his father.'s wishes, and then par poor, dear little 
girlw^'die in consequence.* 

.Hubert, overcome, with grief, hesitated. , But after 
contending with himself, he , concluded to repeat no- 
thing.. Moreover, he became a little reassured each day 
wjjiep his wife palled }iis attention to Angelique's traaquU 
appearance. ,. 

* You .see well, that the wound is healing. She is 
learning to forget.' . , * . . - 

, Bjitshe did not forget; she ,also was simply waif^ 
i||Lg. , All hope 6f.human aid. baying died within jier, she 
now ha4 returned tq the idea, of some wonderful prodigy. 
Iliere would surely be^ one, if .God wished her to be 
happy.^ She hadrpnly;to give herself, up entirely into 
His hands ; idbe believed that this new trial had been 
sent to her as a punishment for having attempted to 
force His will in intrudi^pig upon Monseigneur. With- 
out true gr|U!e mankind waa wei^, and incapable ,of 
tneoess. Her jxeed of that g;raQe made her.hmublei 
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bringing to her as an only hope the aid of the Invisible ; 
BO that she gave np acting for herself, but left eveiything 
to the mTSterioQS forces which snrronnded her. Each 
evening at lamplight she recommenced her reading of 
the ' Gblden Legend,' being as delighted with it as when 
she was a young child. She doubted none of the miracles 
related therein, being convinced that the power of the 
Unknown is without limit for the triumph of pure souls. 

Just at this time the upholsterer of the Cathedral 
ordered of the Huberts a panel of the very richest 
embroidery for the throne of Monseigneur the Bishop. 
This panel, one yard and a half in width and three 
yards in length, was to be set in old carved wood, and 
on it were to be represented two angels of life-size, 
holding a crown, on which were to be the arms of the 
Hautecoeurs. It was necessary that the embroidery 
should be in bas-relief, a work which not only required 
great artistic knowledge, but also needed physical 
strength, to be well done. When proposed to the 
Huberts, they at first declined the offer, being not only 
fearful of fatiguing Angelique, but especially dreading 
that she would be saddened by the remembrances which 
would be brought to her mind as she wrought thread 
after thread during the several weeks. But she in- 
sisted upon accepting the command, and every morning 
applied herself to her task with an extraordinary energy. 
It seemed as if she found her happiness in tiring herself, 
and that she needed to be physically exhausted in order 
to be calm. 

So in the old workroom life continued in the same 
regular way, as if their hearts had not even for a 
moment beaten more quickly than usual. Whilst 
Hubert occupied himself with arranging the frames, or 
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dsi^m the pattemB, or staretched or relaxed the materials^ 
Hubertiiie helped Angeliqne, both of ihem having their 
hands terribly tired and bruised when evening came. 
For the angels and the ornaments it had been necessary 
at the beginning to divide each subject into several 
parts, which were treated separately. In order to per- 
fect the most salient points, Angeliqne first took 
spools of coarse unbleached thread, which she re-covered 
with the strong thread of Brittany in a contrary 
direction ; and as the need came, making use of a heavy 
pair of shears, as well as of a roughing-chisel, she 
modelled these threads, shaped the drapery of the 
angels, and detached the details of the ornaments. In 
all this there was a real work of sculpture. At last, 
when the desired form was obtained, with the aid of 
Hubertine she threw on masses of gold thread, which 
she fastened down with little stitches of silk. Thus 
there was a bas-relief of gold, incomparably soft and 
bright, shining like a sun in the centre of this dark, 
smoky room. The old tools were arranged in the same 
lines as they had been for centuries — ^the punches, the 
awls, the mallets, and the hammers ; on the work-frame 
the little, donkey waste-basket and the tinsel, the thim- 
bles and the needles, moved up and down as usual, 
while in the difierent comers, where they ended by 
growing rusty, the diligent, the hand spinning-wheel, 
and the reel for winding, seemed to sleep in the peace- 
fill quiet which entered through the open window. 

Days passed. Angelique broke many needles be- 
tween morning and evening, so difficult was it to sew 
down the gold, through the thickness of the waxed 
threads. To have seen her, one would have said she was 
80 thoroughly absorbed by her hard work that she could 
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think of noibing else. At nine o'clock ahe was ex- 
hausted by &tigue, and, going to bed, she sank at once 
into a heavy, dreamless sleep. When her embroidery gave 
her mind a moment's leisure, she was astonished not to see 
Pelicien. Although Bh^ took no step towards seekiog 
h%,^ it ,s^9^. tp hOT tha£ , he ou^ht to haye Jariedt ®Y?SJr 
poBfible w^y to pp|Qe,,to^er. .^ Yet phg approye4 of 1^ 

wig^ptn, in acting x^s ^o :di4» f^ ^9!li4.^X® J^^?^ 
him had he tijiod tp^ hapten matterp^ No doubt he al^ 
looked iox. soQietl^ing supernatu^ ^happen. It was 
tlds expectation upon which .sl)e now livedo ^hinking 
each xugl|t that.it would certainly come on the n^orrpyirj. 
Until now s)ie ^lad ne^er ^el^IIed. .Still, at times she 
lifted up her head iiiqu^ringly, as if asking ^ Wl^t ! ^has 
nothing. jet come to pass ? ' .And t)ien sjie pricked hqr 
finger so deeply that i9.er hapd bled, and sl^e ^ad 
obliged to take the pincers tq draw the needle ^out^ 
^V^hen^her needle ^ould breajc with, a sharp l|tUe soiind, 
as if ,of glass, 8|lie did x^ot ev;en make a moyemeijjiLt of 

impatienpe. : „ . ^ j '\ , 

^Hujaertd^e.iiras.very anxious on seeing her apply 
her^lf so de^pera^icly, to ]^er work, and ^ the time i^r 
the great washing had pqma, again, she.forced her i^ 
lettire her^p^el of embjpidery^ that s^b? ^igM' havefQur 
good ^^ys of active outdoor Ufe, in ,4^ broadi pai^ 
light. ,llie «i^r6 Gabet, now free from ^er rheumatism, 
was able to l\elp at the spapipg ai^d rinsing. It Vaa a 
regular jR&te in tiie. Glos-Mafie,, these last Au^st day^, 
in which the wpatiber was splend^ji, the sky almost 
clpi^dlpss, whi|e a delicious fragrance {;apie np fixim .t^e 
^evrotte^ the w^ter of which as it passed under tiie 
willows was. almqst icy cold. The first ^y Angelique 
was very^ gaj, as she, beat the linen aft^ plunging; ^ 
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in tiiie 9t4?6aI^; ,e^joyiBg;.tM>J(he>.iullti^ riyer^. .the elnm, 
tbe -0^ i^Qpbed mill, the wild herbs, and all those 
fiim4l7>W]grQ9]|4mg^^fiQ, S}e4 witbi pjb^sant s&Qmaricii- 

Ff^ien,^wl«)kMnderrcth49.wcM?jdig^t:^^ 6r^,,8a^»e4«Q 
niy^rji^QaaJ?^ing,:fupi4^^^^^ lat^r Qn, :lMMi ibeen 9Qa^>»r 
b^.^lwkv^?4tibeimQrtti9g ¥hei;i h^ i^ i^ffeyMthej/^W- 
iAgT^faoflpje Aba.|i,Fa9 beij^ Cjariied fkw*y ))y ^ ggos^mbS 
Afl.^e. ripfidd ^«j^ ertiojp,flhecp^l(i,ii^ojt.r©6aia^^^^^ 
glueing ^t libe,gpitftw«r.of the BisJ^p'igMpxVi^bM^ 
m\^^jmfsm^J IjijBtd ♦te,^^n*iled.9P-/ One ^yepi^gl8l;^ 
ba^iPQ«3^. |ilii^Tjgl^it;On»Jua.^ wJlafKwld,te^ 

b^t/^.migjbt, snd/l^y no^,-pp©luit^^n4 9fym! toivtlJRe 
he^ ;tjx .til^,ppe;30iioe of Jusjath^ ?ir : Tjbi3,.hppe #i^ba^^ 
her^a* sh^ appKe^ ^erse^f.tj^ J^Jtwor^^^in,, the, midst 
oC.,^the ..|rpth;»> foam that at times iJmost covered 

,,,BnjLtb«; next^ d^jTi ^^i^(^.^e jQaJ)eit l^rQWgh^j the 
last^ bai^fofp, of-.linj$^^»j w)dc|i^e>j?pr^ .oiiV 
n^th Angeliqne, she interrupted her interminable chat- 
tering upon the gossip of ^|ib^ i$^igii[b<mrhpf4' fe) «iy 
maliciously : 

*By the way, yon know that Monseigneur is to 
marry his son ? ' 

The young girl, who was just smoothing out a sheet, 
knelt down in the grass, her strength leaving her all at 
once, from the rudeness of the shock. 

' Yes, everyone is talking of it. The son of Mon- 
seigneur will in the autumn marry Mademoiselle de 
Yoincourt. It seems that everything was decided upon 
and arranged yesterday/ 

She remained on her knees, as a flood of confused 
ideas passed through her brain, and a strange humming 
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was in her ears. She was not at all surprised at the 
news, and she realised it must be true. Her mother 
had already warned her, so she ought to have been pre- 
pared for it. She did not yet even doubt Felicien'a 
love for her, as that was her faith and her strength. 
But at the present moment, that which weakened her 
so greatly and excited her to the very depths of her 
being was the thought that, trembling before the com- 
mands of his father, he could at last yield from weari* 
ness, and consent to wed one whom he did not love. 
Then he would be lost to her whom he really adored. 
Never had she thought such an act on his part possible; 
but now she saw him obliged by his filial duty and his 
sense of obedience to make them both unhappy for ever. 
Still motionless, her eyes fixed upon the little gate, she 
at last revolted against the &cts, feeling as if she must 
go and shake the bars, force them open with her hands, 
run to Felicien, and, aiding him by her own courage, 
persuade him not to yield. She was surprised to hear 
herself reply to the m^e Gabet, in the purely mechanical 
instinct of hiding her trouble : 

*Ah! then he is to marry Mademoiselle Claire. She 
is not only very beautiful, but it is said she is also very 
good.' 

Certainly, as soon as the old woman went away, she 
must go and find him. She had Waited long enough ; 
she would break her promise of not seeing him as if it 
were a troublesome obstacle. What right had anyone 
to separate them in this way ? Everything spoke to 
her of their afiection — ^the Cathedral, the fresh water, and 
the old ehn-trees under which they had been so happy. 
Since their affection had grown on this spot, it was 
there that she wished to find him again, to go with him 
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arm*in-ann far awaji 80 far that no one would ever Me 
them. 

^That is all/ said at last the m^d Gabet, as she 
hnng the last napkins on a bush. ^ In two hours they 
will be diy. Good-night, mademoiselle, as you no longer 
have need of me.' 

Now, standing in the midst of this efflorescence of 
linen that shone on the green grass, Angelique thought 
of that other day, when, in the tempest of wind, among 
the flapping of the sheets and tablecloths, they unfolded 
so ingenuously the secrets of their lives to each other. 
Why had he discontinued his visits to her ? Why had 
he not come to meet her during her healthy exercise of 
the past three days ? But it would not be long before 
she would run to him, and when he had clasped her in 
his arms, he would know well that he was hers, and hers 
only. She would not even need to reproach him for his 
apparent weakness ; it would be enough for her to show 
herself to make him realise that their happiness was in 
being together. 

He would dare everything for her sake when once 
she had rejoined him. 

An hour passed, and Angelique walked slowly be- 
tween the pieces of linen, all white herself from the 
blinding reflection of the sun ; and a confused sentiment 
awoke in her breast, which, growing stronger and 
stronger, prevented her from going over to the gate, as 
she had wished to do. She was frightened before this 
commencement of a struggle. What did it mean? She 
certainly could act according to her own will. Yet 
something new, inexplicable, thwarted her and changed 
the simplicity of her passion. It was such a simple 
thing to go to a beloved one ; yet she could not pos* 
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sibly do lo now, being kept back by a tormenting 
doubt. Also, since she had given her promise, perhaps 
it would be wrong to break it. In the eyening, when 
the whole * wash ' was dry, and Hubertine came to help 
her to take it to the house, she was still undecided what 
to do, and concluded to reflect upon it during the night. 
With her arms filled to overflowing with linen, white aa 
snow, and smelling fresh and clean, she cast an anxious 
look towards the Glos-Marie, already bathed in the twi- 
light, as if it were a friendly comer of Nature reftising 
to be her accomplice. 

In the morning Angelique was greatly troubled 
whffli dke awoke. Several ethe^ ^igbtb passeld wl&otit 
her having come to any dedsion. She ootfid' ficot^fen 
oottm^ Her eiiito t£ mfnd until sh6 hiA the cidrt^ty tkttfe 
she wits tfbill beloved. Were her failjk in that linshaken 
she wotild be perfectly at rest: • Ifleved, &he tiould bear 
anythihgr A fit of being chlMnitable lad a^^ tttken 
possession of be^, sothiktshe was kxibheif by tiie sligh1>- 
est suffering, and her eyes were filled with teai« ready 
to overflow' at any moment. Tfad old tnan Mascart 
made her give him tobacco, and'the €honartS drew 
from' her everything they w^fehied, even to prei^rved 
fruits. 'But the Lemballeuses also 'profited b^Ber gifts, 
and Tiennette hud been seen di^eing at the filtos, 
dressed fai oneof HhegobdyMng lady's ' gowns. -^Aiid 
one day^ as the wi» taking to the grandihother semb 
chemises' promiiJH^ her t&e previous ev^dftkkg, sh^ saw 
froim'a diistance, in the midst of the poor family, Madame 
de Yoifiicoutlrand Uer daughter €laB*e, accompflini«d by 
Felicien.' ^ektter,nadoubtj had taken' thedl^ tbe^e. 
She did not show herself, but returned hottle 'at 
onoe, chiSed to the heart Two days lat^ die sawtiie 
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twd agttin 61 they catxie 6tii frb&i €ii6 OhftiMii f t&«ti 
one morning the old ni^ MA8cffl!t'^Id^W 
Mlidcli^iv^dfrcfm' tile bukd^dihe yoVitig j^enttem^and 
t#o Ittdleg;^ Th6^-6te ^liahdondd hef poijif^tyeop 
i^xMt fid Icyilg^er t6 H^y6 iM^ ttik^'idr/iiiilit^ IWdi^ 
hiid't«keniii^m aid giveirtiieifi to HtSTDeW frienAil^Skb 
gave tip her walks for ^aor she^tiiligtit g^ tii6ifi,'liff^tHk^ 
Ve so d^ply w'otm'^ed tlmli iier su9i^i'mgBV6tild tie in- 
creased t^Sifold. Shd felt ifti tf *isoffiethitig w^rt'djte 
wiiMnHeTjBs if, fit)tle VUttte, het v^ ficfewai pttseMg 

• OnB evi^iing,^ after One of tlfese nfeetiiigs, wlieu 
flloiiein W dibber, stifling" &oid angtdBb| ^h^ titt^r^d 

'^ Btit ho^lbvteitoe lb lon|^i^'^^^^^ ' ^"' ' " 
" ^e fia# befbW^hetj^enlSttlly; Claire ^ie Voltic^li^, 
t^; tytii^ftii, \nt!h ier crotm of 1:)1ftc(k h^, 2^ li^' w^ 
at tet' side, flight; protidi, ania hitiidsottie: Wefe tliejr 
not^really (Created for eftbK^ other, of the s^^mferace, sb 
wdtmtffed thafr 6no- might think they^ #felH& 'isJr^y 

^^^*HenoIongferioVes'me! Ohl he no Ifauger Ibt^ 
m^V — '■'• •^^•-' • ': -''■ " ^ -- ' -'''■' ^':' ^"^- ■■'"■ 

' Tikis exclaniatioxi U6khft6m tdi^iipirai if it*W^ 
ike T*iiiii"6{' ill hei^ hopes, iWd, herfaith^ dnde'sksken, 
ev^eifjliihiaf'gai^^ Vi;^ Wittouther being alble t6'exaniine 
iSbk &btB Of th6 -(Jas^a br tb i*egard theiA oaliifl^; *hV 
pifeviotrt- waning* ste'Tbelieved' in to&ething; bit that 
had now passed by. A breath, coining from she knew 
not where, had been su£Scient, and all at once by a single 
blow she had fallen into the greatest despair — ^that of 
thinking she was not beloved. He had indeed spoken 
wisely when he told her once that this was the only real 
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grief| the one ixumpportable tortnre. Kow her turn 
bad oome. Until then she had been resigned, she felt 
so strong and confident as she awaited the miracle. But 
her strength passed away with her faith ; she was tor- 
mented by her distress like a child ; her whole being 
seemed to be only an open wound. And a painful 
straggle commenced in her soul. 

At first she called upon her pride to help her; die 
was too proud to care for him any more. She tried to 
deceive herself, she pretended to be free from all care, as 
she sang while embroidering the Hautecodur coat of 
arms, upon which she was ab work. But her heart was 
so full it almost stifled her, and she was ashamed to 
acknowledge to herself that she was weak enough to 
love him still in spite of all, and even to love him more 
than ever. For a week these armorial bearings, as they 
grew thread by thread under her fingers, filled her witib 
A terrible sorrow. Quartered one and £Dur, two and 
three, of Jerusalem and d'HautecoBur ; of Jerusalem, 
which is argent, a cross potence, or, between four cross- 
crosslets of the last; and d'HautecoBur, azure, on a 
iKtstiie, or, a shield, sable, charged with a human heart, 
argent ; the whole accompanied by three fleurs-de-lys, 
or, two at the top and one in the point. The enamels 
were made of twist, the metals of gold and silver thread. 
What misery it was to feel that her hands trembled, and 
to be obliged to lower her head to hide her eyes, that 
were blinded with tears, from all this brightness. She 
thought only of him ; she adored him in the lustre of 
his legendary nobility. And when she embroidered the 
motto of the family, ' 8i Dim vevUj je v&ux^ in black silk 
on a streamer of silver, she realised that she was his 
slavep and that never again could she reclaim him. 
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Then tears prevented her from seeing, while mechani<* 
cally she continued to make little stitches in her work. 

After this it was indeed pitiable. Angelique loved 
in despair, fought against this hopeless aflEection, which 
she could not destroy. She still wished to go to Felicien, 
to reconquer him by throwing her arms around his neck ; 
and thus the contest was daily renewed. Sometimes 
she thought she had gained control over her feelings, so 
great a silence appeared to have fallen within and around 
her. She seemed to see herself as if in a vision, a 
stranger in reality, very little, very cold, and kneeling 
like an obedient child in the humility of renunciation. 
Then it was no longer herself, but a sensible young girl, 
made so by her education and her home life. Soon a 
rush of blood mounted to her face, making her dizzy ; her 
perfect health, the ardent feelings of her youth, seemed 
to gallop like runaway colts, and she resaw herself, proud 
and passionate, in all the reality of her unknown origin. 
Why, then, had she been so obedient? There was no 
true duty to consult, only free-will. Already she had 
planned her flight, and calculated the most favourable 
hour for forcing open the gate of the Bishop's garden. 
But already, also, the agony, the grave uneasiness, the 
torment of a doubt had come back to her. Were she 
to yield to evil she would suffer eternal remorse in con- 
sequence. Hours, most abominable hours, passed in 
this uncertainty as to what part she should take under 
this tempestuous wind, which oonstantiy threw her 
from the revolt of her love to the horror of a fault. And 
she came out of the contest weakened by each victory 
over her heart. 

One evening, as she was about leaving the house to 
go to join Felicien, she suddenly thought of her little 

B 
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h^mm '^ Sb^tjr of lid Ibo il)&^ 
Sbi^ was 80 difitiKisseH^to find'lE^ aEe' no longer haft 
rtfeiigttl! lb resist lier pnde. 'She 'fook'lV ftbm the 
d^pijfa of 'the '^est of SrawersJ tnrniBd'over ita^ leaves; 
ii^WiJp^r^^'herself'at *each page'tlie'lbiimeiis of her 
birth, sb^'eagOT was 'she' in her neJrft of humiKiy. !E%£her 
attd" kiibther unknown ;"no name ; ^ notiimg Duli a dai>e 
aMiiiiimbeipy a compTefo neglect, fite* fcfeat of a wilS 
ptaAf that '^wid by the roadside f'^'Theh'cro^^ 
meihoi^^s da^e 4b her : the' rich pastures *6r the T\Ii^\^ 
^aHL^St^co^ di^ had 'Ti^atched ihe^ ; t^e*fia<} ikM^ of 
Soulanges, wliere she'liad' so ofben Walked l>arefobtd3'~; 
and- Matiian ^t^^iiii, who boxed* heir 'earif #&en she 'kble 
appW/ C^Vtain p^ig^ SfKScialiy attr^fcted hdir tf)r th'&ir 
pii&iftil'&88o6iatidns :-^th6se WiiiiA certified every thieA 
m<Withs to thdvdsitfl of ' thii^nndei^Idsl^ect^ '^[id'bf 'the 
pftydlciki, %tb8e' signatures- were' 'toinetiineEf accbm- 
p^ed by oKJ^'i^ationB or iM}matibn, 9&I fi)r instance^ 
a toVei^ illne(&s, durii^g Which sbef had almost died'; ^1^ 
clA&i ito& her nurse on the Isubjec^ bfa pliirof shoe^ 
tK)^ had l)e6n bnrnt| imd bad^ toUirka that had beeiii 
giV^H* her for her unfebrifebllaible temper, fi ^, ' ii 
short, the joilrmd of Uer iMsdry. fiut one^^iiig^ ^ 
tnrbed fiyr abbve all otherti^the report iii rfefeifehbe'ld 
the breaking of thtf ne&kladb llie h^ woM mitil shi^ 
was six years of age. She recollected that shd ht£d in- 
stindlybly hat^ it, this 'string bf beads of bdh6, cat in 
the^ 8faap6 of littte bliv^, dthing'on a idllreh 001^, anS 
fastened by a medallion of plidted silyer, bearing the 
date of her entrance into the ' Home ' and her number. 
She considered it as a badge of slavery, and tried 
several times to break it with her little hands, without 
any fear as to the consequences of doing so. Then, 



when older, she complained that it choked her. For a 
year longer she was obliged to wear it. Great, indeed, 
was her joy when, in the presence of the mayor of the 
parish, the inspector's aid Iiad cut the cord, replacing 
this sign of individuality by a formal description, in 
which allusion was made to her violet-coloured eyes 
and her fine golden hair. Yet she always seemed to 
feel around her neck this collar, as if she were an animal 
that was marked in order that she might be recognised 
if she went astray ; it cut into her flesh and stifled her. 
When she came to that page on this day, her humility 
came back to her, she was frightened, and went up to 
her chamber, sobbing as if unworthy of being loved. 
At two other times this little book saved her. At last 
it lost its power, and could not help her in checking 
her rebellious thoughts. 

Now, her greatest temptation came to her at night. 
Before going to bed, that her sleep might be calm, she 
]m})Osed upon herself the task of resuming reading the 
Legends. But, resting her forehead on her hands, not- 
withstanding all her efforts she could understand 
nothing. The miracles stupefied her ; she saw only a 
discoloured flight of phantoms. Then in her great bed, 
after a most intense prostration, she staited suddenly 
fix>m her sleep, in agony, in the midst of the darkness. 
She sat upright, distracted ; then knelt among the half 
thrown-back clothes, as the perspiration started from 
her forehead, while she trembled from head to foot. 
Clasping her hands together, she stammered in prayer, 
* Oh ! my God ! Why have You forsaken me ? ' 

Her great distress was to realise that she was alone 

in the obscurity at such moments. She had dreamed 

of Feliden, she was ei^r to dress herself and go to join 
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him, before anyone could oome to prevent ber from 
fleeing. It was as if the Divine grace were leaving 
her, as if God ceased to protect her, and ev^x the ele- 
ments abandoned her. In despair, she called npcm the 
unknown, she listened attentively, hoping for some sign 
from the invisible. But there was no reply; the air 
seemed empty. There were no more whispering voices, 
no more mysterious rustlings. Everything seemed to 
be dead — ^the Glos-Marie, with the Chevrotte, the wil- 
lows, the elm-trees in the Bishop's garden, and the 
Cathedral itself. Nothing remained of the dreams she 
had placed there; the white flight of her friends in 
passing away left behind them only their sepulchre. 
She was in agony at her powerlessness, disarmed, like 
a Christian of the Primitive Church overcome by (Higinal 
sin, as soon as the aid of the supernatural had departed. 
In the dull silence of this protected comer she heard 
this evil inheritance come back, howling triumphant 
over everything. If in ten minutes more no help came 
to her from figurative forces, if things around her did 
not rouse up and sustain her, she would certainly suo- 
cumb and go to her ruin* ' My God ! my God ! why 
have Ton abandoned me?' Still kneeling on her 
bed, slight and delicate, it seemed to her as if she were 
dying. 

Each time, until now, at the moment of her greatest 
distress she had been sustained by a certain freshness. 
It was the Eternal Grace which had pity upon her, and 
restored her illusions. She jumped out on to the floor 
with her bare feet, and ran eagerly to the window. 
Then at last she heard the voices rising again ; invisible 
wings brushed against her hair, the people of the ^ Golden 
Legend ' came out from the trees and the stones, and 
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crowded around her. Her purity, her goodness, all that 
which resembled her in Nature, returned to her and 
saved her. Now she was no longer afraid, for she knew 
that she was watched over. Agnes had oome back with 
the wandering, gentle virgins, and in the air she 
breathed was a sweet calnmess, which, notwithstanding 
her intense sadness, strengthened her in her resolve to 
die rather than fail in her dnty or break her promise. 
At last, qtdte exhausted, she crept back into her bed, 
falling asleep again with the fear of the morrow's trials, 
constantly tormented by the idea that she must succumb 
in the end, if her weakness thus increased each day. 

In fact, a languor gained fearfully upon Angelique 
since she thought Felicien no longer loved her. She 
was deeply wounded and sUent, uncomplaining; she 
seemed to be dying hourly. At first it showed itself by 
weariness. She would have an attack of want of breath, 
when she was forced to drop her thread, and for a mo* 
ment remain with her eyes half closed, seeing nothing, 
although apparently looking strught before her. Then 
she left off eating, scarcely taking even a little milk ; 
and she either hid her bread or gave it to the neigh- 
bours' chickens, that she need not make her parents 
anxious. A physician having been called, found no 
acute disease, but considering her life too solitary, 
simply recommended a great deal of exercise. It was 
like a gradual fading away of her whole being ; a dis- 
appearing by slow degrees, an obliterating of her 
physique from its immaterial beauty. Her form floated 
like the swaying of two great wings ; a strong light 
seemed to come from her thin ftce, where the soul was 
burning. She could now come down from her chamber 
cmly in tottering steps, as she supported herself by 



846 .THE. DREAM 

<Q^2^b|qg \^ iW9 lmnd9Jkgwiafetiie wall ottfaejrtaanniry. 

^^e^pyiiej|k'great^,effort,.TO^ wea ^jeraiatedia- wishing 
tft %j^h|t^,B^?p^..pf Jb^yy^^^ JBifdiop's 

'eejE^t^ j ;^p?., li^le, ^dencjer bAada;bad.naino»«t]f»Dgt^ 
,^4<Jf5tie^r«hPj. bi59^Q.,a ^(^jdte.jBhft.oopld ^ot^.cb^^ it 

.1 ,.Qb^ ,nioyaJiftg, jrhpu^EUvlMa^ and SLafaesshma h^d^l^Bsn 
QJbljggd^gp ()i\t, paid h^Jieft hof.alfJiaat.lifiBoyork, 

liopi'^near ^^ tr^^^, ^fif^yiiift tbJ^d. jpfJleoL.fiom.^r 
chair ^jEJbey^jbLayi]^ jG^JLpt^awp^.;,Sha.liad.Btwla8t fpe- 
cumj^ before her:^^S:^'o!R9,pf ,th^ jgjpeat goldoii aagels 
bejj^^ ^til^jip^l^^W.*. Pul^rt tQQkfrher.mlikaEme^fl^ 
trigd t9,j>ljM0p her^CHi hffl;,jfedt<. 3%% ^jjEaU-liBckagam, 

/j^5 3jff^ J My. ^Uogl' [Speak Jhamel . Have 

^^ 4* l^-pK/^^^^P^P^ >b^? ^ye»,a^d loofcedA^Jbiiiijin 
desjpair.' ^p^^ had he^ws^^dJb^ tp.a»xidbac^4al]&! 
^l^«>rWS9«yUy,a^l ,.;.„ ,. .......> ;. . V-: 

^\Vnat is the matter with yon, my dear child? 
Have you really deceived us? Do you still love 
him?' 

She made no answer, but simply looked at him with 
intense sadness. Then he embraced her gently, took 
her in his arms, and carried her up to her i:oom. 
Having placed her upon her bed, when he saw how white 
and frail she was he wept that he had had so cruel a 
task to perform as to keep away from her the one whom 
she so loved. 

*But I would Jijftye^veja^bjpi to you, my dear I 
Why did you gay notlonf; to me ? ' 
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She did not speak ; her eyelids closed, and she ap- 
peared to fall asleep. He reioained standing, his looks 
fixed npon the thin, lily-white countenanoe, his heart 
bleeding with pity. Then, as her breathing had become 
qniet, he went downstairs, as he heard his wife come 
ii^. ., .._: .{.;■- -> . ...i..-. .c >.i ..,...■ .,: %^>i 

, '^,He explsdixed, everything, to )^^x in tJi©,..W^?kiiig- 
room. Hubertine had jnst taken off her ..l:t9Lt^ wA gtov^i 
and^j^e^at coiqe :t9ld herpf Ins l^byjmg found, tb^ <^)^ldon 
the floor in a dead fidnt^ th^t abe.waa ]dl9,ii^ sj[e^pin9.,Qn 
her bed, oyercpipe wit^;^eakne6s^ B^^^fijgnpffit Ufelfuas. 

' We have really been greatly mistaken. She thinks 
constantly of {Ids young maiiy a^d Jit i^ ^ing;her by 
inch^, ^ ^ I \i^joy^\ai^yr vwhftt ii shqpfe i)r gj^yf-we, 
andibhe remoroe whi^Khf^.jpi^^.m^.,^ 
since I have rec^lised ^,e trutib^ f^i t^^ caf9« 9^d fi^m&di 
her upstairs in so pitiable a state. It is our fault*.. W^ 
have separated them by falsehoods^ a^^. I j^m. pot only 
chained, but jp aug^ widi: ipy:9^ it^ makes me ill. 
But what? Will you letl^er suffer 8Q| without. .snyiug 
anyt|i^ig,to save her?' :, . ^ ,, . 

Still Hubertiue was ^ sil^xit ^ >AaigQUque,> and, 
pale firom anxiety, looked at him^(^lmly/a^d soothingly. 
But he, always an excitably .zuon, wa^ nQW.^ evprcome 
by what he had just seen that^ fQ]rgetbiAg.hia usjgial sub- 
mission^ ^ was ^.almost besM^ Iqin^^lf, could. Q,ot keep 
still, but threw hip, hands up apd down in.biB ieyerish 
•Station. ,,; . . :, , .. . . , .; . 

' Very well, th«i! .1, wiU.< apeak, m4 X will teU^her 
iha^ Fe^(^ loves rher, aiid tb(^t it is. we who baie had 
ihecruell^. to prevent hiiqi $rQni. returnwgi ia deceiving 
hiQi also, TS^piiy pYwjXxm,^ ohods outs, me/to^ tiba 
hf(t(tt. Were she to dif^ I iihoidd cpnsider.myself 
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haying been her murderer. I wish her to be happy. 
Yee! happy at any cost, no matter how, bnt by all 
possible means/ 

He had approached his wife, and he dared to cry 
out in the revolt of his tenderness, being donbly irri- 
tated by the sad silence she still maintained. 

' Since they love each other, it is they alone who 
should be masters of the situation. There is surely 
nothing in the world greater than to love and be beloyed. 
Yes, happiness is always legitimate.' 

At length Hubertine, standing motionless, spoke 
slowly : 

' You are willing, then, that he should take her from 
us, are you not? That he should marry her notwith* 
standing our opposition, and without the consent of hia 
father? Would you advise them to do so? Do you 
think that they would be happy afterwards, and that 
love would suffice them ? * 

And without changing her manner she continued in 
the same heart-broken voice : 

^ On my way home I passed by the cemetery, and 
an undefinable hope made me enter there again. I 
knelt once more on the spot that is worn by our knees, 
and I prayed there for a long time.* 

Hubert had turned very pale, and a cold chill replaced 
the fever of a few moments before. Certainly he knew 
well the tomb of the unforgiving mother, where they 
had so often been in tears and in submission, as they 
accused themselves of their disobedience, and besought 
the dead to send them her pardon from the depths of 
the earth. They had remained there for hours, sure 
that if the grace they demanded were ever granted them 
they would be cognisant of it at once, lliat for which 
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they pleaded, that for which they hoped, was for another 
infant, a child of pardon, the only sign which would 
assure them that at last they themselves had been for- 
given. But all was in vain. The cold, hard mother, 
was deaf to all their entreaties, and left them imder the 
inexorable punishment of the death of their firstborn, 
whom she had taken and carried away, and whom she 
refused to restore to them. 

^ I prayed there for a long time,' repeated Hubertine. 
* I listened eagerly to know if there would not be some 
slight movement.' 

Hubert questioned her with an anxious look. 

' But there was nothing — no I no sound came up to 
me from the earth, and within me there was no feeling 
of relief. Ah ! yes, it is useless to hope any longer. 
It is too late. We brought about our own unhappiness.' 

Then, trembling, he asked : 

* Do you accuse me of it ?* 

* Yes, you are to blame, and I also did wrong in 
following you. We disobeyed in the beginning, and 
all our life has been spoiled in consequence of that one 
false step.' 

* But are you not happy V 

^ No, I am not happy. A woman who has no child 
can never be happy. To love merely is not enough. 
That love must be crowned and blest.' 

He had fallen into a chair, faint and overcome, as 
tears came to his eyes. Never before had she reproached 
him for the ever-open wound which marred their lives, 
and she who always after having grieved him by an 
involuntary allusion to the past had quickly recovered 
herself and consoled him, this time let him suffer, look- 
ing at him as she stood near, but making no sign, 
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taking no step towards him* He wept bitterly, ez* 
claiming in the midst of his tears : 

'Ah! the dear child npstairs — ^it is she yon condemn. 
Yon are not willing that Felicien should marry her, aa 
I married yon, and that she shonld snffer as yon have 

.?.... Shft ajEU|wered siflaplyby ajpftk.; %.cle^,^^pM^ 
glance, in which he read the i^ijipve)^ mi WD^jliirfjIy.pf 

.^ I .!But jQg,i%i,d rypnrs(^lt ji^ d^^, %^ ,<^^c;sye?t 
daughter would die from grief if ij^fjibji^^iirjiii^^^^^ 

*Yes. Her death now ^9^d^>e,p|^e|:^bJlftJbo an 

. ^H^ left his seat, ^an^ .^sped he^r^iju his anu^ iMSi:t^hegr 
botii sobbed bitterly. For some minutes they e;p];>|^^ced 
each other. Then he conq^uered^hims^lf^ her 

turn was obliged to lean upop. his^diould^rf ^ he 
migjh|; comfort her.and renejr^her couyage.^^^r5rtiey.were 
indeed distressed, but were firm in their dedsion- to 
keep perfectly silent^ aiad^ if .ijb were Gojd's will tha;^ $|i^ 
child must die in consequence, they must accept i^ sub- 
missively, rather than adviseJber to do wrong. ^^ 
. From ^hat day ^ngeUque was obliged to , keep in her 
room. . Her weakness increased so . rapidly and to s^,<^ 
a degree that she could no longer go down, to ihe woi^k^ 
room. Did she attempt to walk, her head becanie dizzy 
at once and her limbs beat under her. At&r^tjbj the 
i^d^of the furmturo^ was able to get to tl^ bfilpony. 
I^ter, sl|e w;as ^bilged tq coutent herself with^^^gdmg 
from'' her armch^ Jbp her l^dv., %i^9 ..^t'.i^^isjbfl^ 
seemed long to heif, a-x^d she only tried it ui the m^jnxing 
aivi eyening. she was, so eaJiianstod. 
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However, she still worked, giving apthe embroidery 
in bas-relief as being too difficult, and simply making 
nse of coloured silks. She copied flowers after Nature, 
from a bunch of hydrangeas and hollyhocks, which, 
having no odour, she could keep in her room. The 
bouquet was in full bloom in a large vase, and often she 
would rest for several minutes as she looked at it with 
pleasure, for even the light.8i][kfi| ware too heavy for her 
fingers. In two days she had made one flower, which 
WAS fre9)i.,^d ^bright as it shone. up<Ka the, saliizi ;. bjcit 
-JljLia. oigcup^o^^w lif(^ ,^d,;rfie,)fouy ji/9^ W 

n^^. Wtil ,lu?r,last, b?rj^^ . .gpftene^,.!^ 9X3%f^^ 
efnaciat^ by t^ inner, ievfr th^t vm'^Sjpnii'WiDig. ^y 
she .seqn^ed npy tp,l?!e,|jut.A apint^ ~« PW% «ft4 b^Pfl^ifal 
flame i^ fQPW Pom be extinguished. . , .. , , .^ ^ ,,, .^^ 
, /Wihy F^^ i<>:.li©Q^9«»ry,to,rtiruggle oey longer, jf 
Feliciendid not love her? .iNoWrPhd.was^^p^g^ ^i)^ 
thi§ Qonyictipfl ; npt p;)Jy 1^ h^JXQ laye Ipr Ijer to-day, 
biit perhaps he had never really cared for her. So long 
a^l^er.jitreng^ la^t^ she had QQ^tende4'.c^g^4^t ber 
lifiart, her lie^th, J»mi hea^ yout^, ^U.of i!^Wd^,jp^^ 
to go and join him. But now that she was unable to 
move, she must resign Jierseilfup^ accept her &te. • ^ i 

One morning, as Hubert placed her in her easy 
chair, and put a cushion under her little, motionless 
feet, she said, with a smile : 

'Ah ! I am sure of being good now, and not trying 
to run away.' 

Hubert hastened to go downstairs, that she might 
not see his tears. 
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CHAPTER XV 

It was impossible for Angeliqne to sleep that night. 
A nervous wakefulness kept her burning eyelids from 
closing, and her extreme weakness seemed greater than 
ever. The Huberts had gone to their room, and at last, 
when it was near midnight, so great a fear came ovot 
her that she would die if she were to remain longer in 
bed, she preferred to get up, notwithstanding the im- 
mense effort required to do so. 

She was almost stifled. Putting on a dressing-gown 
and warm slippers, she crept along slowly as &r as the 
window, which she opened wide. The winter was some- 
what rainy, but of a mild dampness ; so the air was 
pleasant to breathe. She sank back into her great arm- 
chair, after having turned up the wick of a lamp which 
was on a table near her, and which was always allowed 
to be kept burning during the entire night. There, by 
the side of the volume of the * Golden Legend/ was the 
bouquet of hydrangeas and hollyhocks which she had 
begun to copy. That she might once more attach her* 
self to the life which she realised was fast passing from 
her she had a sudden fancy to work, and drawing her 
frame forward, she made a few stitches with her trem- 
bling fingers. The red silk of the rose*tr6midre seemed 
ef a deeper hue than ever^ in contrast with her white 
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hands: it was almost as if it were the blood from 
her veins which was quietly flowing away drop by 
drop. 

Bnt she, who for two hours had turned in vain from 
side to side in the burning bedclothes, yielded almost 
immediately to sleep as soon as she was seated. Her 
head drooped a little toward her right shoulder, being 
supported by the back of her chair, and the silk remain- 
ing in her motionless hands, a looker-on would have 
thought she was still embroidering. White as snow, 
perfectly calm, she slept under the light of the lamp in 
the chamber, still and quiet as a tomb. The faded, 
rosy draperies of the great royal couch were paler than 
ever in their shady comer, and the gloom of the walls 
of the room was only relieved by the great chest of 
drawers, the wardrobe, and the chairs of old carved 
oak. Minutes passed; her slumber was deep and 
dreamless. 

At last there was a slight sound, and Felicien 
suddenly appeared on the balcony, pale, trembling, 
and, like herself, looking very worn and thin, and his 
countenance distressed. When he saw her reclin- 
ing in the easy chair, pitiable and yet so beautiful to 
look at, he rushed at once into the chamber, and his 
heart grew heavy with infinite grief as he went forward, 
and, falling on his knees before her, gazed at her with 
an expression of utter despair. Gould it be that she 
was so hopelessly ill ? Was it unhappiness that had 
caused her to be so weak, and to have wasted away to 
such a degree that she appeared to him light as air 
while she lay there, like a feather which the slightest 
breath would blow away ? In her sleep, her suffering 
and her patient resignation were clearly seen. He in 
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I oonld easily &11 asleep in this way, wliile leaning on 
your shoulders. Tell me once more that yon love 
me/ 

* I love you as deeply to-day as I loved you yester- 
day, and as I will love you on the morrow. Do not 
doubt it for one moment, for it is for eternity! Oh, 
yes, we will love each other for ever and ever.' 

Angelique was enraptured, and with vague eyes 
looked directly before her, as if seeing something be- 
yond the cold whiteness of the chamber. But evidently 
she aroused herself, as if just awaking from sleep. In 
the midst of this great felicity which had appeased her, 
she had now had time for reflection. The true facts of 
the case astonished her. 

^ Ton have loved me ! Yet why did you not at once 
come to see me?' 

< Tour parents said that you cared for me no longer. 
I also nearly died when learning that. At last, I 
was determined to know the whole truth, and was sent 
away firom the house, the door being absolutely closed 
against me, and I was forbidden to return.' 

* Then they shut the door in your face ? Yet my 
mother told me that you did not love me, and I could 
but believe her, since, having seen you several times 
with that young lady. Mademoiselle Claire, I thought 
naturally you were obeying your father.' 

* No. I was waiting. But it was cowardly on my 
part thus to tremble before him. My great mistake has 
been to allow the matter to go so far ; for my duty was 
to have trusted only in you, to have insisted upon seeing 
you personally, and to have acted with you.' 

There was a short silence. Angelique sat erect for 
an instant, as if she had received a blow, and her ex- 
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pression grew cold and hard, and her forehead waa cut 
by an angry wrinkle, 

^ So we have both of as been deceived. Falsehoods 
have been told in order to separate us from each other. 
Notwithstanding our mntnal love, we have been tortnred 
to snch a degree that they have almost killed us both. 
Very well, then ! It is abominable, and it frees ns 
from the promises we made. We are now at liberty to 
act as we will.' 

An intense feeling of contempt so excited her that 
she stood np on her feet. She no longer realised that 
she was ill, bnt appeared to have regained her strength 
miracnlonsly in the reawakening of all the passion and 
pride of her natare. To have thought her dream ended, 
and all at once to have refonnd it in its full beauty and 
vitality, delighted her. To be able to say that they 
had done nothing unworthy their love, but that it was 
other persons who had been the guilty ones, was a 
comfort. This growth of herself, this at last certain 
triumph, exalted her and threw her into a supreme 
rebellion. 

She simply said : 
* * Oome, let us go.* 

And she walked around the room, brave in the 
return of her energy and her will. She had already 
selected a mantle to throw over her shoulders. A lace 
scarf would be sufficient for her head. 

Felicien uttered one cry of joy as she thus antici- 
pated his desire. He had merely thought of this flight, 
but had not had the boldness to dare propose it; and 
how delightful indeed it would be to go away together, 
to disappear, and thus put an end to all cares, to over- 
come all obstacles. The sooner it was done the better, 

8 
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ihe air even, appeared as if filled with a clear^ white 
breath. 

Something within her wavered, and she was obliged 
to lean heavUy against the back of a chair that was near 
her and not far from the door. 

^ What is the matter ? ' asked Felicien anxionsly. 

She did not reply, bnt breathed with great difficolty. 
Then, seized with a trembling, she could no longer 
bear her weight on her feet, bnt was forced to sit 
down. 

^ Do not be anxious ; it is nothing. I only want to 
rest for a minute and then we will go.' 

They were silent. She continued to look round the 
room as if she had forgotten some valuable object there, 
but could not tell what it was. It was a regret, at first 
slight, but which rapidly increased and filled her heart 
by degrees, until it almost stifled her. She could no 
longer collect her thoughts. Was it this mass of white- 
ness that kept her back? She had always adored 
white, even to such a degree as to collect bits of silk 
and revel over them in secret. 

^ One moment, just one moment more, and we will 
go away, my dear Seigneur.' 

But she did not even make an efibrt to rise. Very 
anxious, he again knelt before her. 

^ Are you suffering, my dear ? Cannot I do some- 
thing to make you feel better ? If you are shivering 
because you are cold, I will take your little feet in my 
hands, and will so warm them that they will grow strong 
and be able to run/ 

She shook her head as she replied : 

^No^ no, I am not cold. I could walk. But please 
wait a little, just a single minute.' 
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He saw well that invisible chains seemed again to 
have taken possession of her limbs, and, little by little, 
were attaching themselves so strongly to her that very 
soon, perhaps, it would be quite impossible for him to 
draw her away. Yet, if he did not take her from there 
at once, if they did not flee together, he thought of the 
inevitable contest with his father on the morrow, of the 
distressing interview before which he had recoiled for 
weeks past. Then he became pressing, and besought 
her most ardently. 

'Come, dear, the highways are not light at this 
hour ; the carriage will bear us away in the darkness, 
and we will go on and on, cradled in each other's arms, 
sleeping as if warmly covered with down, not fearing 
the night's freshness ; and when the day dawns we will 
continue our route in the sunshine, as we go still farther 
on, until we reach the country where people are always 
happy. No one will know us there; we will live 
by ourselves, lost in some great garden, having no other 
care than to love each other more deeply than ever at 
the coming of each new day. We shall find flowers as 
large as trees, fruits sweeter than honey. And we will 
live on nothing, for in the midst of this eternal spring, 
dear soul, we will live on our kisses.' 

She tarembled under these burning words, with which 
he heated her face, and her whole being seemed to be 
&inting away at the representation of these promised 
joys. 

^ Oh ! in a few minutes I will be ready \ but wait a 
little longer.' 

*Then, if journeying fatigues us, we will come back 
here. We will rebuild the Ch&teau d'Hautecoeur, and 
we will pass the rest of our lives there. That is my 
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ideal dieanL If it is neoeesaiy, we will spend willingly 
all our fortune therein. Onoe more shall its donjon 
overlook fiom its height the two valleys. We wilt 
make oar home in the Pavilion d'Honnear, between %» 
Tower of David and the Tower of Charlemagne. The 
colossal edifice shall be restored as in the days of its 
primitive power: the galleries, the dwellings, the bhapels, 
shall appear in the same barbaric Inzory as brfore. 
And I shaQ wish for as to lead the life of olden times ; 
yon a princess and I a prince, sarrounded by a large 
company of «rmed vassals and of pages. Our walls of 
fifteen feet of thickness will isolate us, and we shall be 
as our ancestors were, of whom it is written in the 
Legend. When the sun goes down behind the hills 
we will return from hunting, mounted on great white 
horses, greeted respectfully by the peasants as they 
kneel before us. The horn will resound in welcome, 
the drawbridge will be lowered for us. In the even- 
ing, kings will dine at our table. At nig^t, our couch 
will be on a platform surmounted by a canopy like a 
throne. While we sleep peacefully in purple and gold, 
soft music will be played in the distance.' 

Quivering with pride and pleasure, she smiled now, 
but soon, overcome by the great suffering that again 
took possession of her, her lips assumed a mournful 
expression and the smile disappeared. As with a 
mechanical movement of her hands she drove away the 
tempting pictures he called forth, he redoubled his 
ardour, and wished to make her his by seisdng her and 
caixying her away in his arms. 

< Come, dear. Come with me. Let us go, and for* 
get eveiything but our united happiness/ 

Disengaging herself Inmsqaely, she escaped him^ 



THE DREAM 263 

with an instinctive rebellion, and trying to stand np, 
this ctj came at last from her : 

^ No, no ! I cannot go. I no longer have the power 
to do so/ 

However, again lamenting her fate, still torn by the 
contest in her sonl, hesitating and stammering, she 
again turned towards him imploringly. 

^ I beg yon to be good and not hurry me too much, 
but wait awhile. I would so gladly obey you, in order 
to prove to you my love ; I would like above all to go 
away on your arm to that beautifuL&r-away country, 
where we could live royally in the castle of your dreams. 
It seems to me an easy thing to do, so often have I my- 
self planned our flight. Tet now, what shall I say to 
you ? liappears to me quite an impossibility ; it is as 
if a door had suddenly been walled up between' us and 
prevented me from going out.' 

He wished to try to fitscinate her again, but she 
quieted him with a movement of her hands. 

^No; do not say anything more. It is very singular, 
but in proportion as you utter such sweet, such tender 
words, which ought to convince me, fear takes posses- 
sion df me and chills me to the heart. MyGfod! What 
is the matter with me ? It is really that which you say 
which drives me from you. If you continue, I can no 
longer listen to you ; yon will be obliged to go away. 
Tet wait — wait a littie longer!' 

She walked very slowly about the room, anxiously 
seeking to resume her self-control, while he looked at 
her in despair. 

< I thought to have loved you no longer ; but it was 
certainly only a feeling of pique, since just now, as soon 
as I found you again at my feet, my heart beat rapidly, 
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and my first impalse was to follow you as if I were 
your slave. Then, if I love yon, wliy am I a&aid 
of you ? Wliat is it that prevents me from leaving 
this roomi as if invisible hands were holding me back 
by my whole body, and even by each hair of my 
head?' 

She had stopped near her bed; then she went 
as far as the wardrobe, then to the different articles 
of foraitarei one after the other. They all seemed 
united to her person by invisible ties. Especially the 
walls of the room, the great whiteness of the mansard 
roof, enveloped her with a robe of parity, that she could 
leave behind her only with tears ; and henceforth all 
this wonld be a part of her being; the spirit of her sur- 
roundings had entered into her. And she realised this 
fact stronger than ever when she found herself opposite 
her working-frame, which was resting at the side of the 
table under the lunplight. Her heart softened as she 
saw the half-made rose, which she would never finish 
were she to go away in this secret, criminal manner. 
The years of work were brought back to her mind: 
those quiet, happy years, during which life had been 
one long experience of peace and honesty, so that now 
she rebelled at the thought of committing a fault and 
of thus fleeing in the arms of her lover. Each day in 
this little, fresh house of the embroiderers, the active 
and pure life she had led there, away from all worldly 
temptations, had, as it were, made over all the blood in 
her veins. 

Then Feliden, realising that in some inexplicable 
way Angelique was being reconquered and brought to 
her better self, felt the necessity of hastening their de« 
partore. He seissed her hands and said : 
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'Come, dear. Time passes quickly. If we wait 
much longer it will be too late.' 

She looked at him an instant, and then in a flash 
realised her true position. Freeing herself firom his 
grasp she exclaimed, resolutely and frankly : 

' It is already too late. You can see for yourself 
that I am unable now to follow you. Once my nafcure 
was BO proud and passionate that I could have thrown 
my two arms around your neck in order that you might 
cany me away all the more quickly. But now I am no 
longer the same person. I am so changed that I do not 
recognise myself. Yes, I realise now that it is this 
quiet comer where I have been brought up, and the 
education that has been given me, that has made me 
what I am at present. Do you then yourself hear 
nothiog ? Do you not know that everjrthing in this 
chamber calls upon me to stay ? And I do not rebel 
in the least against this demand, for my joy at last is 
to obey.' 

Without speaking, without attempting to discuss 
the question with her, he tried to take her hands again, 
and to lead her like an intractable child. Again she 
avoided him and turned slowly toward the window. 

* No, I beseech you to leave me. It is not my hand 
that you wish for, it is my heart ; and also that, of my 
own free will, I shall at once go away with you. But I 
tell you plainly that I do not wish to do so. A while 
ago I thought to have been as eager for flight as you 
are. But sure of my true self now, I know it was only 
the last rebellion, the agony of the old nature within 
me, that has just died. Little by little, without my 
knowledge, the good traits of my character have been 
drawn together and strongly united: humility, duty, 
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•nJ repimoiataon. Soafeeadintaniof hereditirytencl-- 
enoy to ezoeBs, the ata*nggle baa been less severe^ and 
I ha^ triamidied ovw temptation more eaaify. Now, 
«t last, everything aasaKes me that the snpienie ooubest 
has just taken place; that henoefixrA it is finished for 
ever. I have conqnered myself, and my natnie is freed 
fixxm the evil tendencies it had. Ah! dear Beignenr, I 
loveyonsomnohl Do not let ns do the slightest thing 
to mar oinr happiness. To be happy it is always neo^s- 
sary to snbmit.' 

As he took anoliier step towards her, she was attfae 
threshold of the great window, whioh was now wide 
open on to the balcony. She had stopped him with a 
halfHnnile as she said : 

* Yon wDold not like to finoe me to throw mysdf 
down from here. listen, and midenstand me when I 
say to yon that everytiiing which snrronnda me is <m 
my side. I have already told yon that for a long time 
oljects themselves have spoken to me. I hear voices in 
all directions j and never have they been so distinct as 
at this moment. Hear! it is (lie whole Olos-Marie that 
encourages me not to spoil my life and yours by giving 
myself to you without the consent of your father, ^liis 
singing voice is the Chevrotto, so clear and so fresh 
that it seems to have put witinn me a pu rity Hke crystal 
since I have lived so near it. This other voice, like 
that of a crowd, tender and deep, it is that of the entire 
earth — the grasses, the trees, all the peaceaUe life of 
this sacred comer which has so constantly worked f<v 
the good ot my soul. 

< And there are other voices which come from still 
farther away, from the dms of the garden of Monsei- 
gneur, and from this horizon of branches, the smallest of 
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which interests itself in xne^ and wishes for me to be 
victorions. 

< Then, again^ this great, sovereign voice, it. is that 
of my old friend, the Cathedral, who, eternally awake, 
both day and night, has taught me many important 
things. Each one of the stones in the immense build-' 
ing, the little columns in the windows, the bell-towers 
of its piers, the flying buttresses of its apse, all have a 
murmur which I can distinguish, a language which I 
understand. Listen to what they say : that hope re- 
mains even in death. When one is really humble, love 
alone remains and triumphs. And at last, look ! The 
air itself is filled with the whisperings of spirits. See, 
here are my invisible companions, the virgins, who are 
ever near me and aid me* Listen, listen ! ' 

Bmiling, she had lifted up her hand with an air of 
the deepest attention, and her whole being was in 
ecstasy from the scattered breathings she heard. They 
were tiie virgins of the ^ Golden Legend ' that her imagi- 
nation called forth, as in her early childhood, and whose 
mjrstic flight came from the old book with its quaint 
pictures, that was placed on the little table. Agnes 
was first, clothed with her beautiful hair, having on her 
finger the ring of betrothal to the Priest Paulin. Then 
all the others came in turn. Barbara with her tower ; 
Genevieve with her sheep; Oedlia with her viol; 
Agatha with her wounded breast; Elizabeth begging 
on the highways, and Catherine triumphing over the 
learned doctors. She did not forget the miracle that 
niade Lucy so heavy that a thousand men and five yoke 
of oxen could not carry her away : nor the Governor 
who became blind as he tried to embrace Anastasia. 
Thm others who seemed flying through the quiet night, 
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still bearing marks of the wounds inflicted npon them 
by their cruel martyrdom, and from which riyers of 
milk were flowing instead of Uood. Ah ! to die from 
love like them, to die in the purity of youth at the first 
kiss of a beloved one ! 

Felicien had approached her. 

* I am the one person who really lives, Angeliqae^ 
and you cannot give me up for mere fancies.' 

' Dreams ! — ^fancies ! ' she murmured. 

'Yes; forif in reality these visions seem to surround 
you, it is simply that you yourself have created them 
all. Come, dear; no longer put a part of your life 
into objects about you, and they will be quiet.' 

She gave way to a burst of enthusiastic feeling. 

*0h no! Let them speak. Let them call out 
louder still ! They are my strength ; they give me the 
courage to resist you. It is a manifestation of the 
Eternal Grace, and never has it overpowered me so 
energetically as now. If it is but a dream, a dream 
which I have placed in my surroundings, and which 
comes back to me at will, what of it? It saves me, 
it carries me away spotless in the midst of dangers. 
Listen yourself. Yield, and obey like me. I no longer 
have even a wish to follow you.' 

In spite of her weakness, she made a great efibrt 
and stood up, resolute and firm. 

'But you have been deceived,' he said. 'Even 
falsehood has been resorted to in order to separate us 1 ' 

' The faults of others will not excuse our own.' 

'Ah! You have withdrawn your heart from me^ 
and you love me no longer.' 

* I love you. I oppose you only on account of our 
love and for our mutual happiness. Obtain the coib- 
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Bent of yonr father ; then come for me^ and I will fol- 
low yon no matter where/ 

* My father ! You do not know him. God only 
oonld ever make him yield. Tell me, then, is this 
really to be the end of everything ? If my father orders 
me to marry Claire de Voinconrt, must I in that case 
obey him ? ' 

At this last blow Angelique tottered. Was no tor- 
ture to be spared her? She could not restrain this 
heartbroken cry : 

^ Oh ! that is too much ! My suffer^lg8 are greater 
than I can bear. I beseech you go away quickly and 
do not be so cruel. Why did you come at all ? I was 
resigned. I had learned to accept the misfortune of 
being no longer loved by you. Yet the moment that I 
am reassured of your affection, all my martyrdom re- 
commences ; and how can you expect me to live now ? ' 

Felicien, not aware of the depth of her despair, and 
thinking that she had yielded simply to a momentary 
feeling, repeated his question : 

* If my father wishes me to marry her ' 

She struggled heroically against her intense suffer- 
ing; she succeeded in standing up, notwithstanding 
that her heart was crushed, and dragging herself slowly 
towards the table, as if to make room for him to pass 
her, she said : 

* Marry her, for it is always necessary to obey.' 

In his turn he was now before the window, ready to 
take his departure, because she had sent him away 
from her. 

* But it will make you die if I do so.' 

She had regained her calmess, and, smiling sadly, 
she replied : 
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•Oh I that work is nearly done already/ 

For one moment more he looked at ber» so pale, so 
thin, so wan ; light as a feather, to be carried away by 
the faintest breath. Then, with a brusque moTement 
of fhrious resolution, he disappeared in the night. 

When he was no longer there, Angelique, leaning 
against the back of her armchair, stretched her hands 
out in agony towards the darkness, and her findl body 
was shaken by heavy sobs, and cold perspiration came 
out upon her fisbce and neck. 

< My God I ' ^is, then, was the end, and she would 
never see him again. All her weakness and pain had 
come back to her. Her exhausted limbs no longer 
supported her. It was with great difficulty that she 
could regain her bed, upon which she fi»ll helpless, but 
calm in spirit from the assurance that she had done 
right. 

The next morning they found her there, dying. 
The lamp had just gone out of itself, at the dawn ot 
day, and everytibing in the chamber was of a triumphal 
whiteness. 
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CHAPTBB XVI 

Anoeuque was dying. 

It was ten o'dodc one cold morning towards the 
end of the winter, the air was sharp, and the clear 
heavens were brightened np by the beantifal samdiine. 
In her great royal bed, draped with its old, faded, roae- 
oobnred chintz, she lay motionless, having been nncon- 
scions dnring tiie whole night. Stretched upon her 
back, her little ivory-like hands carelessly thrown npon 
the sheet, she no longer even openi^d her eyes, and her 
finely-cnt profile looked more delicate than ever nnder 
the golden halo of her hair; in fact, anyone who had 
seen her would have thought her already dead, had it 
not been for the slight breathing; movement of her 
lips. . 

The day befoi«, Angeliqne, realising that she was 
very ill, had confessed, and partaken of the Commnnion. 
Towards three o'clock in tlie afternoon the good Abb6 
Cibmille had brought to her the sacred Viaticfum. Then 
in the evening, as the chill of dei^ gradually crept 
over her, a great desire came to her tp receive the 
Extreme Unction, that celestial remedy, instituted for 
the cure of both the soul and body. Before losing 
consciousness, her last words, scarcely murmured, wec^ 
understood by Hubertine, as in hesitating sentences she 
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expressed her wish for the holy oils. * Yes— oh yes t— » 
as quickly — as possible— before it is too late.' 

Bat death advanoed. They had waited until day, 
and the Abb6» having been notified, was about to 
come. 

Everything was now ready to receive the clergyman* 
The Huberts had just finished arranging the room. 
Under the gay sunlight, which at this early morning 
hour struck fully upon the window-panes, it looked pure 
as the dawn in tiie nudity of its great white walls. 
The table had been covered with a firesh damask doth. 
At the right and the left of tiie crudfiz two large 
waz*tapers were burning in the silver candelabrum 
which had been brought up from the parlour, and there 
were also there the consecrated wafers, the asperges 
brush, a ewer of water with its basin and a napkin, and 
two plates of white porcelain, one of which was filled 
with long bits of cotton, and the other with little ewiMis 
of paper. The greenhouses of the lower town had 
been thoroughly searched, but the only inodorous 
flowers tiiat had been found were the peonies — ^great 
white peonies, enormous tufts of which adorned the 
table, like a shimmering of white lace. And in the 
midst of this intense whiteness, Angelique, dying, with 
closed eyes, still breathed gently with a half-perceptible 
breath. 

The doctor, who had made his first morning visit, 
had said that she could not live through the day. She 
might, indeed, pass away at any moment, without even 
having come to her senses at all. The Huberts, resolute 
and grave, waited in silent despair. Nothwithstanding 
their grief and tears, it was evidently necessary that 
this should be the end. If they had ever wished for 
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this death, preferring to lose their dear child rather 
than to have her rebellious, it was evident that Gbd 
also wished it with them, and now, that in this last 
trying moment they were quite powerless, they could 
only submit themselves to the inevitable. They re- 
gretted nothing, although their sorrow seemed greater 
than they could bear. Since she, their darling, had 
been there, suffering from her long illness, they had 
taken the entire care of her day and night, refusing all 
aid offered them fix)m outside. They were still there 
alone in this supreme hour, and they waited. 

Hubert, scarcely knowing what he did, walked 
mechanically to the porcelain stove, the door of which 
he opened, for the gentle roaring of the flaming wood 
sounded to him like a plaintive moan; then there was 
a perfect silence. The peonies seemed even to turn 
paler in the soft heat of the room. 

Hubertine, stronger than her husband, and still 
fully conscious of all she did, listened to the sounds of 
the Cathedral as they came to her from behind the 
walls. During the past moment the old stones had 
vibrated from the swinging of the bell of the great 
tower. It must certainly be the Abb6 Comille leaving 
the church with tiie sacred oils, she thought ; so she 
went downstairs, that she might receive him at the 
door of the house. 

Two minutes later, the narrow stairway of the little 
tower was filled with a great murmuring sound. Then 
in the warm chamber, Hubert, struck with astonish* 
ment, suddenly began to tremble, whilst a religious fear, 
mingled with a faint hope, made him fidl upon his 
knees. Instead of the old clergyman whom they had 
expected, it was Monseigneur who entered. Test 

T 
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Monseigneur, in lace surplicej having the riolefc stol^ 
and cairying the silver vessel in which was the oil 
for the sick, which he himself had blessed on Holj 
Thursday. His eagle-like eyes were fixed, ivs he looked 
straight before him; his beautiful pale face was really 
majestic under the thick| curly masses of his wUto 
hair. Behind him walked the Abb6 Comille, like a 
simple clerk, carrying in one hand a crucifiX|and under 
the other arm a book of ritual service. 

Standing for a moment upon the threshold, the 
Bishop said in a deep, grave voice : 

* Tax hwio domui.' * 

^Et omnibus hahUarUibns in ea,*^ replied the prieat 
in a lower tone. 

When they had entered, Hubertine, who had come 
up the stairs after them, she also trembling from sur- 
prise and emotion, went and knelt by the side of her 
husband^. Both of th^m prpstcoted themselves most 
^umbly, and prayed fervently from the depths of their 
souls. 

A few hours after his last visit to Angelique, Felicien 
had had the terrible and dreaded explanation with his 
father. Early in the morning of that same day he had 
forced open the doors, he had penetrated even into the 
Oratory, where the Bishop was still at prayer, after one 
of those nights of frightful struggling against the 
memories of the past, which would so constantly re- 
appear before him. In the soul of this hitherto always 
respectful son, until now kept submissive by fear, 
rebellion against authority, so long a time stifled, 
suddenly broke forth, and the collision of these two 

' • Peace be to this house.' 

* * And to aU the inhabitants thereof,' 
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nien of the same blood, with natures equally prompt to 
violence, was intense. The old man had left his de- 
votional chair, and wiih cheeks growing puiple bjr 
degrees, he listened silently as he stood there in his 
proud obstinacy. The young man, with face equally 
inflamed, poured out everything that was in his heart, 
speaking in a voice that little by little grew louder and 
rebuking. He said €hat Angelique was not only ill, 
but dying. He told him that in a pressing moment of 
temptation, overcome by hia deep affection, he had 
wished to take her away with him that they might flee 
together, and that she, with the submissive humiliiy of 
a saint, and chaste as a lily, had refused to accompany 
him. ; Would it not be a most abominable murder to 
allow this obedient young girl to die, because she had 
been unwilling to accept him unless when offered to 
her by the hand of his father ? She loved him so sin- 
cerely that she could die for him. In fact, she could 
have had him, with his name and his fortune, but she 
had said ^ No,' and, triumphant over her feelings, she 
had struggled with herself in order to do her duty. 
Now, after such a proof of her goodness, could he per- 
mit her to suffer so much grief? Like her, he would 
be willing to give up everything, to die even, if it 
might be, and he realised that he was cowardly. He 
despised himself for not being at her side, that they 
might pass out of life together, by the same breath. ' 
YfBB it possible that anyone could be so cruel as to wish 
to torment them, that they should both have so sad a 
death, when one word^ one simple word, would secure 
them such bliss ? Ah ! the pride of name, the glory of 
wealthy persistence in one's determination: all these 
were nothing in comparison to the fact that by the 

t2 
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union of two hearts the eternal happiness of two hnman 
beings was assured. He joined his hands together, he 
twisted them feyerishly, quite beside himself as he 
demanded his father's consent, still supplicating, already 
almost threatening. But the Bishop, with face deeply 
flushed by the mounting of his blood, with swollen lips, 
with flandng eyes, terrible in his unexpressed anger, at 
last opened his mouth, only to reply by this word of 
parental authority : * Never I ' 

Then Pelicien, absolutely raving in his rebellion, 
lost all control over himself. 

He spoke of his mother, he really threatened his 
father by the remembrance of the dead. It was she 
who had come back again in the shape of her son to 
vindicate and reclaim the right of affection. Could it 
be that his fether had never loved her ? Had he even 
rejoiced in her death, since he showed himself so harsh 
towards those who loved each other, and who wished to 
live ? But he might well do all he could to become 
cold in the renunciations demanded by the Church ; she 
would come back to haunt and to torture him, because 
he was willing to torture the child they had had, the 
living witness of their affection for each other. She 
would always be there, so long as their son lived. She 
wished to reappear in the children of their child for ever. 
And he was causing her to die over again, by refusing 
to her son the betrothed of his choice, the one through 
whom the race was to be continued. When a man had 
once been married to a woman, he should never think of 
wedding the Church. Face to &ce with his father, who, 
motionless, appeared in his fearful silence to grow 
taller and taller, he uttered unfilial, almost murderous 
words. Then, shocked at himself, he rushed away. 
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ehaddering at the extent to which passion had carried 
him. 

When once more alone, Monseigneur, as if stabbed 
in the fall breast by a sharp weapon, tamed back upon 
himself and straggled deeply with his seal, as he knelt 
upon his prie-Diea« A half-rattling sound came from 
his throat. Oh! these frightfal heart contests, these 
inyincible weaknesses of the flesh. This womdb, and 
his beloved dead, who was constantly coming back to 
life, he adored her now, as he did the first evening when 
he kissed her white feet ; and this son, he idolised him 
as belonging to her, as a part of her life, which she had 
left to him. And even the yoang girl, the little work- 
ing girl whom he had repalsed, he loved her also with 
a tenderness like that of his son for her. Now his 
nights were inexpressibly agitated by all three. With- 
out his having been willing to acknowledge it, had she 
then touched him so deeply as he saw her in the great 
Cathedral, this little embroiderer, with her golden hair, 
her fresh pare neck, in all the perfume of her youth ? 
He saw her again ; she passed before him, so delicate, 
so pure in her victorious submission. No remorse could 
have come to him with a step more certain or more 
conquering. He might reject her with a loud voice. 
He knew well that henceforth she held him strongly by 
the heart With her humble hands that bore the signs of 
work. Whilst Felicien was so violently beseeching him, 
he seemed to see them both behind the blonde head of 
the petitioner — these two idolised women, the one for 
whom his son prayed, and the one who had died for her 
child. They were there in all their physical beauty, 
in all their loving devotion, and he could not tell where 
he had found strength to resist, so entirely did his 
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whole being go out towards them. Overoomei sobbing, 
nofc knowing how he oonld again become calm, he 
demanded firom Heaven the courage to tear out his 
heart, since this heart belonged no longer to God 
alone. 

Until evening Monseigneor oontinoed at prayer. 
When he at last reappeared he was white as wax, dis- 
tressed, anxious, but still resolute. He could do nothing 
more, but he repeated to his son the terrible word— 
^ Never!' It was God alone who had the right to 
relieve him from his promise ; and Gk>d, although im- 
plored, gave him no sign of change. It was necessary 
to suffer. 

Some days had passed. Felicien constantly wan- 
dered round the little house, wild with grief, eager for 
news. Each time that he saw anyone come out he 
almost fidnted from fear. Thus it happened that on the 
morning when Hubertine ran to the chun& to ask for 
the sacred oils, he learned that Angelique could not live 
through the day. The Abbd Gomille was not at the 
Sacristy, and he rushed about the town to find him, still 
having a last hope that through the intervention of the 
good man some Divine aid might come, ^en, as he 
brought back with him the sought-for clergyman, his 
hope left him, and he had a frightful attack of doubt and 
anger. What should he do ? In what way could he 
force Heaven to come to his assistance ? He went 
away, hastened to the Bishop's palace, the doors of 
which he again forced open, and before his incoherent 
words his father was for a moment frightened. At last 
he understood. Angelique was dying! She awaited 
the Extreme Unction, and now God alone could save her* 
The young man had only come to cry out all hisagony» 
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to break all relations with this cmel, unnatandfather, 
and to accuse him to his face of willingly allowing this 
death* But Monseigneur listened to him without anger : 
upright and very serious, his eyes suddenly brightened 
with a strange clearness, as if an inner voice had spoken 
to him. Motioning to his son to lead . the way, he fol- 
lowed him, simply saying at last : 

* If Grod wishes it, I also wish it.' 

Felicien trembled so that he could scarcely move. 
His father consented, freed from his personal vow, to 
submit himself to the goodwill of the hoped-for miracle. 
Henceforth they, as individuals, counted for nothing. 
God must act for himself. Tears blinded him. Whilst 
in the Sacristy Monseigneur took the sacred oils from 
the hands of the Abb6 Gomille. He accompanied them, 
almost staggering ; he did not dare to enter into the 
diamber, but fell upon his knees at the threshold of the 
door, which was open wide. 

The voice of the Bishop was firm, ashe said : 

* Fax Attio domaiJ 

^ Et (mmibus habUa/rUibus in ea, the priest replied. 

Monseigneur had just placed on the white taUet 
between the two wax-candles, the sacred oils, making 
in the air the sign of the cross, with the silver vase. 
Then he took from the hands of the Abb6 the crucifix, 
and approached the sufferer that he might make her kiss 
it. But Angelique was still unconscious : her eyes were 
closed, her mouth shut, her hands rigid, and looking 
like the little stiff figures of stone placed upon tombs. 
He examined her for a moment, and, seeing by the 
slight movement of her chest that she was not dead, he 
placed upon her lips the crucifix. He waited. His 
face preserved the majesty of a minister of penitencei 
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and no edgnB of emotion were visible when he realised 
that not even a quivering had passed over the exquisite 
profile of the young girl, nor in her beautiful hair. She 
still lived, however, and that was sufficient for Uie re- 
demption of her sins. 

The Abb6 then gave to Monseigneur the vessel of 
holy water and the asperges brush, and while he held 
open before him the ritual book, he threw the holy 
water upon the dying girl, as he read the Latin words, 
Asperges me, DonUnej hyssopo ei mundabor : Javabis ms, 
ei super nivem deaUxAor} 

The drops sprang forth in every direction, and the 
whole bed was refreshed by them as if sprinkled with 
dew. It rained upon her hands and upon her cheeks ; 
but one by one the drops rolled away as if from insen- 
sible marble. At last the Bishop turned towards the 
assistants and sprinkled them in their turn. Hubert 
and Hubertine, kneeling side by side, in the full union 
of their perfect faith, bent humbly under the shower of 
this benediction. Then Monseigneur blessed also the 
chamber, the furniture, the white walls in all their bare 
purity, and as he passed near the door he found himself 
before his son, who had fallen down on the threshold, 
and was sobbing violently, having covered his ^e with 
his burning hands. With a slow movement, he raised 
three times the asperges brush, and he purified him 
with a gentle rain. This holy water, spread everywhere, 
was intended at first to drive away all evil spirits, who 
were flying by crowds, although invisible. Just at this 
moment a pale ray of the winter sun passed over the 

* ' Ihou flhalt sprinlda me with hyisop, and lahallbe ole^ii : tboa 
ihalt wash m», add I ihall ba whiter than snoif t' 
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bed, and a mnltitude of atoms, light specks of dast, 
seemed to be living therein. They were innumerable 
as they came down from an angle of the window, as 
if to bathe with their warmth the cold hands of the 
dying. 

Going agam towards the table, Monseignenr re« 
peated the prayer, ^ 'Exmik nos,* ' 

He made no haste. It was true that death was 
there, hovering near the old, faded chintz curtains, but 
he knew that it was patient, and that it would wait. 
And although in her state of utter prostration the child 
could not hear him, he addressed her as he asked her : 

* Is there nothing upon your conscience which dis- 
tresses you? Confess all your doubts and fears, my 
daughter ; relieve your mind/ 

She was still in the same position, and she was 
always silent. When, in vain, he had given time for a 
reply, he commenced the exhortation with the same full 
voice, without appearing to notice that none of his 
words reached her ear. 

^ Collect your thoughts, meditate, demand from the 
depths of your soul pardon from Gk)d. The Sacrament 
will purify you, and will strengthen you anew. Your 
eyes will become clear, your ears chaste, your nostrils 
fresh, your mouth pure, your hands innocent.' 

With eyes fixed upon her, he continued reading to 
the end all that was necessary for him to say ; while 
she scarcely breathed, nor did one of her closed eyelids 
move. Then he said : 

<Becite the Creed.' 

After having waited awhile, he repeated it himself: 

> * Give ear to vt.* 
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* Credo in unum Deitm, Pahrem ammpotentem.* ^ 

^ Amen* replied the AbM Goniille. 

All this time the heavy sobbing of Felicien waa 
heard, as npon the landing^plaoa he wept in the ener- 
vation of hope. Hubert and Hnbertine still prayed 
f(nrventiy, with the same anxious waiting and desire, 
as if they had felt descend npcm jthem all the invisible 
powers of the Unknown. A change now came in the 
service, fix>m the mormor of half^poken prayers, llien 
the litanies of the ritnal were unfolded, the invocation 
to all the Saints, tiie flight of the Kyrie Eleison, calling 
Heaven to the aid of miserable hanumity, mounting eadi 
time with great outbursts, like the fame <^ incense. 

Then the voioes suddenly fell, and there was a deep 
silence. Monseigneur washed his fingers in the few 
drops of water that the Abb6 poured out from the ewer. 
At length he took the vessel of sacred oil, opened the 
cover thereof, and placed himsdf before the bed. It 
was the scdemn approach of the Sacrament of this last 
religious ceranony, by the efficacy of which are eflBM^ed 
all mortal orvemal sins not pardoned, which rest in the 
soul after having received the other sacraments, old 
remains of forgotten sins, sins committed unwittingly, 
sins of languor which prevented one from being firmly 
re-established in the grace of God. The pure white 
chamber seemed to be like the individuals collected 
therein, motionless, and in a state of surprise and ex- 
pectation. Where could all these sins be found ? They 
must certainly come from outEade in this great band of 
sun's rays, filled with dancing qiecks of dust, whidi 
appesred to bring germs c^ life even to this great royal 

I <2 believe ia one God, the Fatbar Almighty/ 
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ooach| BO wbite and cold fix)m the coming of death to a 
pore young maiden. 

Monseigneor meditated a moment, fixing his looks 
again upon Angelique, assuring himself that the slight 
breath had not ceased, struggling against all human 
emotion, as he saw how thin she was, with the beauty 
of an archangel, already immaterial. His voice retained 
the authority of a divine disinterestedness, and his 
thumb did not tremble when he dipped it into the 
sacred oils as he commenced the unctions on the five 
parts of the body where dwell the senses : the five 
windows by which evil enters into the soul. 

First upon the eyes, upon the closed eyelids, the 
right and then the left ; and slowly, lightly, he traced 
with his thumb the sign of the Cross. 

* Tw idam sanciam uncHonem, et euam piiadmam 
rniserkordiam^ indtdgeai tiM DonUnus quidquid per visum 
deliqvisH*^ 

And the sins of the sight were redeemed ; lascivious 
looks, immodest curiosity, the pride of spectacles, un- 
wholesome readings, tears shed for guilty troubles. 

And she, dear child, knew no other book than the 
' Golden Legend,' no other horizon than the apse of the 
Cathedral, which hid from view all the rest of the world. 
She had wept only in the struggle of obedience and the 
renunciation of passion. 

The Abb6 Comille wiped both her eyes with a bit 
of cotton, which he afterwards put into one of the little 
cornets c£ paper. 

' ' By this boly anointing and HIb gndoos msrcy, the Lord fozgire 
whatever ains then bast coxmnitted thxoiigh teeing* {JMs formula 
is repeated with reference to the other senses^heaiing, smeU* taste 
andtOQch.] 
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Then Monseignenr anointed the ears, with their lobes ' 
as delicate and transparent as pearl, first the right ear, 
afterwards the left, scarcely moistened with the sign of 
the cross. 

*P(W wfcoi* mndam uncUonem^ et mam piissimam 
miaericordiam^ indidgea/t Obi Domirma quidquid per 
anditum deliquistu' ' 

So all the abominations of hearing were atoned for : 
all the words and music which cormpt, the slanders, 
the calnmnies, the blasphemies, the sinfal propositions 
listened to with complacency, the falsehoods of love 
which aided the forgetfnlness of duty, the profane 
songs which excited the senses, the violins of the 
orchestra which, as it were, wept volaptnously under 
the brilliant lights. 

She in her isolated life, like that of a cloistered nun 
— she had never even heard the free gossip of the 
neighbours, or the oath of the carman as he whips his 
horses. The only music that had ever entered her ears 
was that of the sacred hymns, the rumblings of the 
organs, the confused murmurings of prayers, with which 
at times vibrated all this fresh little house, so close to 
the side of the great church. 

The Abb6, after having dried the ears with cotton, 
put that bit also into one of the white comets. 

Monseignenr now passed to the nostrils, the right 
and then the left, like two petals of a white rose, which 
he pnrified by touching them with the sacred oil and 
making on them the sign of the cross. 

^ Per xBiam mnctam uncHonemy ei mcmi piissimam 
mUericordiamy indulgeat tihi Dondmu quidquid per 
odaratum deliquistu' ' 
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And the sense of smell returned to its primitive 
innocence, cleansed from all stain : not only from the 
carnal disgrace of perfumes, from the seduction of flowers 
with breath too sweet, from the scattered fragrances of 
the air which put the soul to sleep ; but yet again from 
the faults of the interior sense, the bad examples given 
to others, and the contagious pestilence of scandal. 
Erect and pure, she had at last become a lily among 
the lilies, a great lily whose perfume fortified the weak 
and delighted the strong. In fact, she was so truly 
delicate that she could never endure the powerful 
odour of carnations, the musk of lilacs, the feverish 
sweetness of hyacinths, and was only at ease with the 
scentless blossoms, like the marguerites and the peri- 
winkles. 

Once more the Abb6, with the cotton, dried the 
anointed parts, and slipped the little tuft into another 
of the comets. 

Then Monseigneur, descending to the closed mouth, 
through which the faint breath was now scarcely 
perceptible, made upon the lower lip the sign of the 
cross. 

^Tetr utom Btmdam undumemj et suam piissimam 
nUaericordiamy indulgeat iili Dominua quidquid per 
gustum deliquisiV ^ 

This time it was the pardon for the base gratifica- 
tions of taste, greediness, too great a desire for wine, or 
for sweets ; but especially the forgiveness for sins of the 
tongue, that universally guilty member, the provoker, 
the poisoner, the inventor of quarrels, the inciter to 
wars, which makes one utter words of error and false- 
hood which at length obscure even the heavens. Yet 
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her whole month was only a chalice of umocance. 
She had never had the vice of gluttony, for she had 
taught herself, like Elizabeth, to eat whatever waa 
set before her, without paying great attention to her 
food. And if it were true that she lived in eiror, it 
was the fault of her dream which had placed her there, 
the hope of a beyond, the consolation of what was 
invisible, and all the world of enchantment which 
her ignorance had created and which had made of 
her a saint. 

The Abb6 having dried the lips, folded the bit of 
cotton in the fourth white comet. 

At last Monseigneur anointed first the right and 
then the left pahns of the two little ivory-like bands, 
lying open upon the sheet, and cleansed them from their 
sins with the sign of the cross. 

' 'Pet istam smidam undionem, ei $uam piwimam 
miserieordiam^ indulgeat tibi Domimuf (piidquid per 
tadvm ddiquUH.* 

And the whole body was purified, being washed 
from its last spots — ^those of the touch the most re- 
pugnant of all. Pilfering, fighting, murder, without 
counting other sins of the breast, the body, and the feet^ 
which were also redeemed by this unction. All which 
bums in the flesh, our anger, our desires, our unruled 
passions, the snares and pitfalls into which we run, and 
all forbidden joys by which we are tempted. Since she 
had been there, dying from her victory over herself, she 
had conquered her few fisulings, her pride imd her 
passion, as if she had inherited original sin simply foe 
the glory of triumphing over it. She knew not, even, 
that she had had other wishes, that love had drawn her 
towards disobedience, so armed was she with the breast- 
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plate of ignorance of evil, so pure and white was bex 
Botd. 

The Abb6 wiped the little motionless hands,^ and 
putting the last puff of cotton in the remaming oom^^ 
he threw the five papers into the fire at the back of the 
stove. 

'' The ceremony was finished. Monseigneur washed 
his fingers before saying the final prayer. He had now 
only to again exhort the dyii^, in placing in her hand 
the symbolic taper, to drive away the demons, and to 
show that she had just recovered her baptismal inno- 
cence. But she remained rigid, her eyes closed, her 
mouth shut as if dead. The holy oils had purified her 
body> the signs of the cross had left their traces on the 
five windows 6f the soul, without making the slightest 
wave of colour, or of life, mount to her cheeks. 

Although imjilored and hoped for, the prodigy did 
not appear, and the room was siltot and anxious. 
Hubert and Hubertine, still kneeling side by side, no 
longar prayed, but, with their eyes fixed upon their 
darling, gassed so eameistly that they both seemed 
motionless for ever, like the figures of the donahirea 
who await the Resurrection in a comer of an old painted 
glass windbw. Felicien had drawn himself up on bis 
knees and was now at the door, having ceased ft^m 
Boblnng^ aa with head erect he also might see if God 
would always remain deaf to their prayers. Was it 
then a mere lure ? would not this holy Sacrament bring 
her back to life? 

For the last time Monseigneur approached tbe bed, 
followed by the Abb6 Comille, who held, already lighted, 
the wax-taper which was to be placed in the hand 
of the young girl. And the Bishop, not willing to 
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acknowledge the state of imoonacioasneBS in which aha 
remained, determining to go even to the end of the rite, 
that God might have time in which to work, prononnced 
the formula :— 

^ AeA'p^ kmipadem ofrdentem, custodi uncUonem tuam^ 
ui cum Domimis ad jvdica/ndvm venerit, posaU acoimrere 
ei cum omnUnu strndis et vivas in mecula saecuhrumJ ^ 

* Amen ' replied the Abb6. 

But when they endeavoured to open Angelique'a 
hand and to press it round the taper, the hand, power- 
less, as if already dead, escaped them and fell back upon 
her breast. 

Then, little by little, Monseigneur yielded to a great 
nervous trembling. It was the emotion which, for a 
long time restrained, now broke out within him, carry- 
ing away with it the last rigidity of priesthood. He 
dearly loved her, this child, from tiie day when she had 
come to sob at his feet, so innocent, and showing so 
plainly the pure freshness of her youth. Since tiben, 
in his nights of distress, he had contended chiefly 
against her, to defend himself from the overwhelming 
tenderness with which she inspired him. At this 
moment she was worthy of pity, with this pallor of 
death, with an ethereal beauty which showed, however, 
so deep a suffering that he could not look at her 
without his heart being secretly overwhelmed with 
distress. 

He could no longer control himself. His eyelids 
were swollen by the great tears which at last rolled 
down his cheeks. She must not die in this way : he 

1 *BeoeiTe this light, and keep the nnotion thon hast received, 
that when the Lord ihaU come to jndgment thon majrest meet Him 
with aU His saints, and live with Him for ever and ey«r.' 
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wafi conquered by her touching charms even in 
death, and all his paternal feelings went out towards 
her. 

Then Monseignenr, recalling to mind the numerous 
miracles of his race, the power which had been given 
them by Heaven to heal, thought that doubtless Gk)d 
awaited his consent as a father. He invoked Saint 
Agnes, before whom all his ancestors had offered up 
their devotions, and as Jean Y. d'Hautecoeur prayed at 
the bedside of those smitten by the plague and kissed 
them, so now he prayed and kissed Angelique upon her 
lips. 

' If God wishes, I also wish it.' 

Immediately Angelique opened her eyelids. She 
looked at the Bishop without surprise as she awoke 
from her long trance, and, her lips still warm from the 
kiss, smiled upon him. These things were not strange 
to her, for they certainly must have been realised sooner 
or later, and it might be that she was coming out of 
one dream only to have another still ; but it seemed 
to her perfectly natural that Monseigneur should 
have come to betroth her to Felicien, since the hour 
for that ceremony had arrived. In a few minutes, 
unaided, she sat up in the middle of her great royal 
bed. 

The Bishop, radiant, showing by his expression his 
clear appreciation of the remarkable prodigy, repeated 
the formula : — 

' ileoipe law£ad/&m wrdevdem^ custodi unctionem tiiamj 
ut cum Dominvs ad jvdicavdum venerity possis occur' 
rere ei cum omnibm scmctia et vivas in saecula aaecu'* 
lorvm* 

* Amen * replied the Abb6. 

u 
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Angeliqae had taken the lighted taper, and held it 
up with a finn hand. Life had come back to her, like 
the flame of the candle, which was burning clear, and 
bright, driviug away the spirits of the night. 

A great cry resounded through the room. Felicien 
was standing up, as if n^sed by the power of the 
miracle, while the Huberts, overwhelmed by the same 
feeling, remained upon their knees, with wonder-stricken 
eyes, with delighted countenances, before that whidi 
they had seen. The bed had appeared to them en- 
veloped with a brilliant light; white masses seemed 
still to be mounting up on the rays of the sunlight, and 
the great walls, the whole room in fact, kept a white 
lustre, as that of snow. 

In the midst of all, Angelique, like a refreshed lily, 
replaced upon its branch, appeared in the clear light. 
Her fine golden hair was like a halo of glory around her 
lioad, her violet-coloured eyes shone divinely, and her 
pure face beamed with a living splendour. 

Felicien, seeing that she was saved, touched by the 
Divine grace that Heaven had vouchsafed them, ap- 
proached her, and knelt by the side of the bed. 

' Ah ! dear soul, you recognise us now, and you will 
live. I am yours. My father wishes it to be so, since 
God has desired it.' 

She bowed her head, smiling sweetly as she said, 
' Oh ! I knew it must be so, and waited for it. All that 
I have foreseen will come to pass.' 

Monseigneur, who had regained his usual proud 
serenity, placed the crucifix once more on her lips, and 
this time she kissed it as a submissive servant. Then, 
with a full movement of his hands, through the room, 
above the heads of all present, the Bishop gave the final 
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benediction^ while the Huberts and the Abb6 Cornille 
wept. 

Felicien had taken one of the little hands of Angel- 
iqne, while in the other little hand the taper of 
innocence burned bright and clear* 
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CHAPTER XVn 

The marriage was fixed for the early part of March, 
But Angelique remained very feeble, notwithstanding 
the joy which radiated from her whole person. She 
had wished after the first week of her convalescence to 
go down to the work-room, persisting in her determina- 
tion to finish the panel of embroidery in bas-relief 
which was to be used for the Bishop's chair. 

' It would be/ she said cheerfully, < her last^ best 
piece of work; and besides, no one ever leaves/ she 
added, ' an order only half-completed.' 

Then, exhausted by the effort, she was again forced 
to keep her chamber. She lived there, happy find 
smiling, without regaining the full health of former 
times, always white and immaterial as the sacred sacra- 
mental oils ; going and coming with a gentle step like 
that of a vision, and after having occasionally made the 
exertion of walking as far as from her table to the win- 
dow, finding herself obliged to rest quietly for houra 
and give herself up to her sweet thoughts. At length 
they deferred the wedding-day, thinking it better to 
wait for her complete recovery, which must certainly 
come if she were well nursed and cared for. 

Every afternoon Felicien went up to see her. Hu- 
bert and Hubertine were there, and they passed together 
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most delightful hours, during which they continually 
made and r&-made the same bright projects. Seated in 
her great chair she laughed gaily, seemed trembling 
with life and vivacity, as she was the first to talk of the 
days which would be so well filled when together they 
could take long journeys ; and of all the unknown joys 
that would comie to them after they had restored the old 
Ch&teau d'Hautecoetir. Anyone, to have seen her 
then, would have considered her saved and regaining 
her strength in the backward spring, the air of which, 
growing warmer and warmer daily, entered by the 
open window. In fact, she never fell back into the 
deep gravities of her dreams, except when she was 
entirely alone and was not afiraid of being seen. In 
the ni^ht, voices still appeared to be near her : then it 
seemed as if the earth were calling to her ; and at last 
the truth was clearly revealed to her, so that she fiilly 
understood that the miracle was being continued only 
for the realisation of her dream. Was she not already 
dead, having simply the appearance of living, thanks to 
the respite which had been granted her firom Divine 
Grace? This idea soothed her with deep gentleness in 
her hours of solitude, and she did not feel a moment's 
regret at the thought of being called away from life in 
the midst of her happiness, so certain was she of always 
reaUsing to its fullest extent her anticipated joy. The 
cheerfulness she had hitherto shown became simply a 
little more serious ; she abandoned herself to it quietly, 
forgetting her physical weakness as she indulged in the 
pure delights of fancy. It was only when she heard 
the Huberts open the door, or when Felicien came to 
see her, that she was able to sit upright, to bring her 
thoughts back to her surroundings, and to appear as if 
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she were regaining hor health, laughing pleasantly 
while she talked of their years of happy housekeeping 
far away, in the days to come. 

Towards the end of March Angelique grew very 
restless and much weaker. Twice, when by herself, 
she had long fainting fits. One morning she fell at the 
foot of her bed, just as Hubert was bringing her up a 
cup of milk ; by a great effort of will she conquered 
herself, and, that she might deceive him, she remained 
on the floor and smiled, as she pretended to be looking 
for a needle that had been dropped. The following day 
she was gayer than usual, and proposed hastening the 
marriage, suggesting that at all events it should not be 
put off any later than thejmiddle of April. All the 
others exclaimed at this idia, asking if it would not be 
advisable to wiut awhile, since she was still so delicate. 
There was no need of being in such a hurry. She, 
however, seemed feverishly nervous, and insisted that 
the ceremony should take place immediately — yes,, as 
soon as possible. Hubertine, surprised at the request, 
having a suspicion as to the true motive of this eager- 
ness, looked at her earnestly for a moment, and turned 
very pale as she realised how slight was the cold breath 
which still attached her daughter to life. The dear 
invalid had already grown calm, in her tender need of 
consoling others and keeping them under an illusion, 
although she knew personally that her case was hope- 
less. Hubert and Felicien, in continual adoration 
before their idol, had neither seen nor felt anything 
unusual. Then Angelique, exerting herself almost 
supematurally, rose up, and was more charming than 
ever, as she slowly moved back and forth with the light 
etep of former days, fih© cQuUuued to speak of her 
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wish, saying if it were granted she would be so happy, 
and that after the wedding she would certainly be 
cured. Moreover, the question should be left to Mon- 
seigneur; he alone should decide it. That same even- 
ing, when the Bishop was there, she explained her 
desire to him, fixing her eyes on his, regarding him 
steadily and beseechingly, and speaking in her sweet, 
earnest voice, under which there was hidden an ardent 
supplication, unexpressed in words. Monseigneur real- 
ised it, and understood the truth, and he appointed a 
day in the middle of April for the ceremony. 

Then they lived in great commotion from the neces- 
sary bustle attendant upon the preparations for the 
marriage. Notwithstanding his official position as 
guardian, Hubert was obliged to ask permission, or 
rather the consent of the Director of Public Assistance, 
who always represented the family council, Angelique 
not yet being of age; and Monsieur Grandsire, the 
Justice of the Peace, was charged with all legal details, 
in order to avoid as much as possible the painful side of 
the position to the young girl and to Felicien. But the 
dear child, realising that something was being kept 
back, asked one day to have her little book brought up 
to her, wishing to put it herself into the hands of her 
betrothed. 8he was now, and would henceforth remain, 
in a state of such sincere humility that she wished him 
to know thoroughly from what a low position he had 
drawn her, to elevate her to the glory of his well- 
honoured name and his great fortune. These were her 
parchments, her titles to nobility ; her position was ex- 
plained by this official document, this entry on the 
calendar where there was only a date followed by a 
pumber. She timied oyer ftU the leaves once moroi 
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then gave it to him without being conjEased, happy in 
thinking that in herself she was nothing, bnt that she 
owed everything to him. So deeply touched was he by 
this act, that he knelt down, kissed her hands while 
tears came to his eyes, as if it were she who had made 
him the one gift, the royal gift of her heart. 

For two weeks the preparations occupied all Beau- 
mont, both the upper and the lower town being in a 
state of great excitement therefrom. It was said that 
twenty working-girls were engaged day and night upon 
the trousseau. The wedding-<lress alone required three 
persons to make it, and there was to be a corbeUle, or 
present from the bridegroom, to the value of a million 
of francs : a fluttering of laces, of velvets, of silks and 
satins, a flood of precious stones — diamonds worthy a 
Queen. But that which excited the people more than 
all else was the great amount given in charity, the 
bride having wished to distribute to the poor as much 
as she had received herself. So another million was 
showered down upon the country in a rain of gold. At 
length she was able to gratify all her old longings of 
benevolence, all the prodigalities of her most exagge- 
rated dreams, as with open hands she let fall upon the 
wretched and needy a stream of riches, an overflow of 
comforts. In her little white, bare chamber, confined 
to her old armchair, she laughed with delight when the 
Abb6 Comille brought to her the list of the distribu- 
tions he had made. ' Give more ! Give more ! ' she 
cried, as it seemed to her as if not enough were done. 
She would, in reality, have liked to have seen the Pdre 
Mascart seated for ever at a table before a princely 
banquet ; the Chouteaux living in palatial luxury; the 
mire Gabet cured of her rheumatism, and by the aid 
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of money to have renewed her youth. As for the Lem- 
baUeusey the mother and daughters, she absolntely 
wished to load them with silk dresses and jewellery. 
The hail of golden pieces redoubled over the town as in 
fairy-tales, far beyond the daily necessities, as if merely 
for the beauty and joy of seeing the triumphal golden 
glory, thrown from full hands, falling into the street 
and glittering in the great sunlight of charity. 

At last, on the eve of the happy day, everything 
was in readiness. Felicien had bought a large house 
on the Rue Magbire, at the back of the Bishop's palace^ 
which had been fitted up and furnished most luxuri- 
ously. There were great rooms hung with admirable 
tapestries, filled with the most beautiful articles imagin- 
able; a salon in old, rare pieces of hand embroidery; a 
boudoir in blue, soft as the early morning sky; and 
a sleeping-room, which was particularly attractive: a 
perfect little comer of white silk and lace — ^nothing, in 
short, but white, airy, and light — an exquisite shim- 
mering of purity. But Angelique had constantly 
refused to go to see all these wonderful things, although 
a carriage was always ready to convey her there. She 
listened to the recital of that which had been done with 
an enchAnted smile, but she gave no orders, and did not 
appear to wish to occupy herself with any of the arrange- 
ments. ^ No, no,' she said, for all these things seemed 
so &r away in the unknown of that vast world of which 
she was as yet totally ignorant. Since those who loved 
her had prepared for her so tenderly this happiness, she 
desired to partake thereof, and to enter therein like a 
princess coming from some chimerical country, who 
approaches the real kingdom where she is to reign for 
ever. In the same way she preferred to know nothing, 
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except by hearsay, of the eorheiUey which alao was wait- 
ing for her — a saperb gift fixnn her betrothed, the 
wedding outfit of fine linen, embroidered with her ci- 
pher as marchioness, the full-dress costumes tastefully 
trimmed, the old &mily jewels valuable as the richest 
treasures of a cathedral, and the modem jewels'in their 
manrellous yet delicate mountings, precious stones of 
every kind, and diamonds of the purest water. It was 
sufficient to her that her dream had oome to pass, and 
that this great good future awaited her in her new 
home, radiant in the reality of the new life that was 
opening before her. The only thing she saw was her 
wedding-dress, which was brought to her on the mar- 
riage morning. 

That day, when she awoke, Angelique, still alone, 
had in her great bed a moment of intense exhaustion, 
and feared that she would not be able to get up at all. 
She attempted to do so, but her knees bent under her ; 
and in contrast to the brave serenity she had shown for 
weeks past, a fearful anguish, the last, perhaps, took 
utter possession of her. Then, as in a few minutes 
Hubertine came into the room, looking unusually hiqppy, 
she was surprised to find that she could really walk, for 
she certainly did not do so from her own strength, but 
aid came to her from the invisible, and firiendly hands 
sustained and carried her. They dressed her ; she no 
longer seemed to weigh anything, but was so slight and 
frail that her mother was astonished, and laughingly 
begged her not to move any more if she did not wish 
to fly quite away. During all the time of preparing 
her toilette, the little fresh house d the Huberts, so 
dose to the side of the Cathedral, trembled under the 
gredt breath gf th^ Gimtj of thftt whicb dimdj wi^ 
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humming therein of the preparations for the ceremony, 
the nervous activity of the clergy, and especially the 
riling of the bells, a continuous peal of joy, with 
which the old stones were vibrating. 

In the upper town, for over an hour there had been 
a glorious chiming of bells, as on the greatest holy days. 
The sun had risen in all its beauty, and on this limpid 
April. morning a flood of spring rays seemed living 
with the sonorous peals which had called together all 
the inhabitants of the place. The whole of Beaumont 
was in a state of rejoicing on account of the marriage 
of this little embroiderer, to whom their hearts were so 
deeply attached, and they were touched by the fact of 
her royal good fortune. This bright sunlight, which 
penetrated all the streets, was like the golden rain, the 
gifbs of fairy-tales, rolling out fix)m her delicate hands. 
Under this joyful light, the multitude crowded in masses 
towards the Cathedral, filling the side-aisles of the 
church, and coming out on to the Place du Cloltre. 
There the great front of the building rose up, like a 
huge bouquet of stone, in full blossom, of the most 
ornamental Gothic, above the severe Romanesque of 
the foundation. In the tower the bells still rung, and 
the whole fapade seemed to be like a glorification of 
these nuptials, expressive of the flight of this poor girl 
through all the wonders of the miracle, as it darted up 
and flamed, with its open lace-work ornamentations, the 
lily-like efflorescence of its little columns, its balus- 
trades, and its arches, the niches of saints surmounted 
with canopies, the gable ends hollowed out in trefoil 
points, adorned with crossettes and flowers, immense 
rose-windows opening out in the mystic radiation of 
^m iouIUqos. 
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At ten o'clock the organs pealed. Angeliqae and 
Feliden were there, walking with slow step towards 
the high altar, between the closely-pressed ranks of the 
crowd. A breath of sincere, touching admiration came 
from every side. He, deeply moyed, passed along proud 
and serious, with his blonde beauty of a young god 
appearing slighter than ever from his closely-fitting 
black dress-coat. But she, above all, struck the hearts 
of the spectators, so exquisite was she, so divinely 
beautiful with a mystic, spiritual charm. Her dress 
was of white watered silk, simply covered with rare 
old Mechlin lace, which was held by pearls, a whole 
setting of them designing the ruches of tlie waist and 
the ruffles of the skirt A veil of old English point 
was fastened to her head by a triple crown of pearls, 
and filling to her feet, quite covered her. That was 
all — ^not a flower, not a jewel, nothing but this slight 
vision, this delicate, trembling doud, which seemed to 
have placed her sweet little face between two white 
wings, like that of the Virgin of the painted glass win- 
dow, with her violet eyes and her golden hair. 

Two armchairs, covered with crimson velvet, had 
been placed for Feliden and Angelique before the altar ; 
and directly behind them, while the oirgans increased 
their phrases of welcome, Hubert and Hubertine knelt 
on the low benches which were destined for the family. 
The day before an intense joy had come to them, from 
the effects of which they had not yet recovered, and 
they were incapable of expressing their deep, heartfelt 
thanks for their own happiness, which was so closely 
connected with that of their daughter. Hubertine, 
having gone once more to the cemetery, saddened by 
the thought of their loneliness, and the littia house, 
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wliidi would seem so empty after the departure of the 
dearly-bdoyed cliild, had prayed to her mother for a 
long time; when suddenly she felt within her an inex- 
plicable relief and gladness, which convinced her that 
at last her petition had been granted. From the depths 
of the earth, after more than twenty years, the obstinate 
mother had forgiven them, and sent them the child of 
pardon so ardentiy desired and longed for. Was this 
the recompense of their charity towards the poor for- 
lorn little creature whom they had found one snowy 
day at the Cathedral entrance, and who to-day was to 
wed a prince with all the show and pomp of the greatest 
ceremony? They remained on their knees, without 
praying in formulated words, enraptured with gratitude, 
their whole souls overflowing with an excess of infinite 
thanksgiving. And on the other side of the nave, 
seated on his high, official throne, Monseigneur was 
also one of the family group. He seemed filled with 
the majesty of the God whom he represented ; he was 
resplendent in the glory of his sacred vestments, and 
the expression of his countenance was that of a proud 
serenity, as if he were entirely freed from all worldly 
passions. Above his head, on the panel of wonderful 
embroidery, were two angels supporting the brilliant 
coat of arms of Hautecoeur. 

Then the solemn service began. All the clergy 
connected with the Cathedral were present to do 
honour to their Bishop, and priests had come from the 
difierent parishes to assist them. Among the crowd of 
white surplices which seemed to overflow the grating, 
shone the golden capes of the choristers, and the red 
robes of the singing-boys. The almost eternal night 
of the side-aisles, crushed down by the weight of the 
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heavy Bomanesqnd chapels, was this morning slightly 
brightened by the limpid April sunlight, which struck 
the painted glass of the windows so that they seemed 
to be a burning of gems, a sacred bursting into blos- 
som of luminous flowers. But the background of the 
nave particularly blazed with a swarming of wax-tapers, 
tapers as innumerable as the stars of evening in a sum- 
mer sky. In the centre, the high altar seemed on 
fire from them, a true * burning bush,' symbolic of the 
flabie that consumes souls ; and there were also candles 
in large candelabra and in chandeliers, while before the 
plighted couple, two enormous lustres with round 
branches looked like two suns. About them was a 
garden of masses of green plants and of living blossoms, 
where were in flower great tufts of white azaleas, of 
white camellias, and of lilacs. Away to the back of the 
apse sparkled bits of gold and silver, half-seen skirts of 
velvet and of silk, a distant dazzling of the tabernacle 
among the sombre surroundings of green verdure. 
Above all this burning the nave sprang out, and the 
four enormous pillars of the transept mounted upward 
to support the arched vaulting, in the trembling move- 
ment of these myriads of little flames, which almost 
seemed to pale at times in the full daylight which 
entered by the high Gothic windows. 

Angelique had wished to be married by the good 
Abb6 Comille, and when she saw him come forward in 
his surplice, with the white stole, followed by two clerks, 
she smiled. This was at last the triumphant realisa- 
tion of her dream — she was wedding fortune, beauty, and 
power far beyond her wildest hopes. The church itself 
was singing by its organs, radiant with its wax-tapers, 
and alive with the crowd of believers and priests, whom 



THE DREAM 303 

she knew to be around her on every side. Never had 
the old building been more brilliant or filled with a 
more regal pomp, enlarged as it were in its holy, sacred 
luxury, by an expansion of happiness. Angelique 
smiled again in the full knowledge that death was at 
her heart, celebrating its victory over her, in the midst 
of this glorious joy. In entering the Cathedral she 
had glanced at tiie Chapel d'Hauteooeur, where slept 
Laurette and Balbine, the ' Happy Dead,' who passed 
away when very young, in the full happiness of their 
love. At this last hour she was indeed perfect. Vic- 
torious over herself, reclaimed, renewed, having no 
longer any feeling of passion or of pride at her triumph, 
resigned at the knowledge that her life was fast leaving 
her, in this beautiful Hosanna of her great friend, the 
blessed old church. When she fell upon her knees, it 
was as a most humble, most submissive servant, entirely 
free from the stain of original sin ; and in her renuncia-* 
tion she was thoroughly content. 

The Abb6 Comille, having mounted to the altar, 
had just come down again. In a loud voice he made 
the exhortation ; he cited as an example the marriage 
which Jesus had contracted with the Church ; he spoke 
of the future, of days to come when they would live and 
govern themselves in the true faith ; of children whom 
they must bring up as Christians ; and then, once more, 
in dee of this hope, Angelique again smiled sweetly, 
while Feliden trembled at the idea of all this happiness, 
which he believed to be assured. Then came the con- 
secrated demands of the ritual, the replies which united 
them together for their entire existence, the decisive 
^Yes^ — which she pronounced in a voice filled with 
emotion from the depths of her heart, and which he 
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said in a much louder tone, and with a tender earnest- 
ness. The irrevocable step was taken, the clergyman 
had placed their right hands together, one clasping the 
other, as he repeated the prescribed formula : ' Ego con" 
iungo vob in maJtrimomum^ in nomine PaJbris^ et Filiij ei 
Spiritus Sandi'^ But there were still the rings to be 
blessed, the symbols of inviolable fidelity, and of the 
eternity of the union, which is lasting. In the silver 
basin, above the rings of gold, the priest shook back 
and forth the asperges brush, and making the sign of 
the Cross over each one, said, ^ Benedic^ Dominey annvr^ 
lum hunc* * 

Then he presented them to the young couple, to 
testify to them that the Church sanctified their union ; 
that for the husband henceforth his heart was sealed, 
and no other woman could ever enter therein ; and the 
husband was to place the ring upon his wife's finger in 
order to show her, in his turn, that henceforth he alone 
among all men existed for her. This was the strict 
union, without end, the sign of her dependence upon 
him, which would recall to her constantly the vows she 
had made ; it was also the promise of a long series of 
years, to be passed together, as if by this little circle of 
gold they were attached to each other even to the 
grave. 

And while the priest, after the final prayers, ex- 
horted them once more, Angelique wore always the 
sweet expression of renunciation ; she, the pure ws^ 
who knew the truth. 

Then, as the Abb6 Comille withdrew, accompaniedl 

> • I miite joM in matrimonj, in the name of the Fattor, and iol\ 
the Son, and of the Holy Ghost/ 

* * Bless, Lord, this ring.* \ 



I 
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by his clerks, the organs again burst forth with peals of 
joy. Monseignenr, motionless until now, bent towards 
the yonng couple with an expression of great mildness 
in his eagle-like eyes. Still on their knees, the Huberts 
lifted their heads, blinded by their tears of joy. And 
the enormous depths of the organs* peals roUed and 
lost themselves by degrees in a hail of little sharp notes, 
which were swept away under the high arches, like the 
morning song of the lark. There was a long waving 
movement, a half-hushed sound amongst the reverential 
crowd, who filled to overflowing even the side-aisles and 
the nave. The church, decorated with flowers, glitter- 
ing with the taper lights, seemed beaming with joy from 
the Sacrament. 

Then there were nearly two hours more of solemn 
pomp; the Mass being sung and the incense being 
burnt. 

The officiating clergyman had appeared, dressed 
in his white chasuble, accompanied by the director 
of the ceremonies, two censer-bearers carrying the 
censer and the vase of incense, and two acolytes bear- 
ing the great golden candlesticks, in which were 
lighted tapers. 

The presence of Monseigneur complicated the rites, 
the salutations, and the kisses. Every moment there 
were bowings, or bendings of the knee, which kept the 
wings of the surplices in constant motion. In the old 
stalls, with their backs of carved wood, the whole chap- 
ter of canons rose ; and then again, at other times it was 
as if a breath from heaven prostrated at once the clergy, 
by whom the whole apse was filled. The officiating 
priest chanted at the altar. When he had finished, he 
went to one side, and took his seat while the choir in its 

X 
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the living son of the Bpring-tide, the Place da Oloitre, 
which was now seen with its tidy-looking, white hoofies; 
and there another crowd, still more numerous, awaited 
the coming of the bride and bridegroom, with a more 
impatient eagerness, which already showed itself by 
gestures and acclamations. The candles had grown 
paler, and the noises of the street were drowned in the 
music of the organs. 

With a slow step, between the double hedge of the 
worshippers, Angelique and Felicien turned towards 
the entrance-door. After the triumphant carrying out 
of her dream, she was now about to enter into the reality 
of life. This porch of broad sunlight opened into the 
world of which as yet she was entirely ignorant. She 
retarded her steps as she looked earnestly at the rows 
of houses, at the tumultuous crowd, at all which greeted 
and 'claimed her. Her weakness was so intense that 
her husband was obliged to almost carry her. How- 
ever, she was still able to look pleased, as she thought 
of the princely house, filled with jewels and with queenly 
toilettes, where the nuptial chamber awaited her, all 
decorated with white silk and lace. Almost suffocated, 
she was obliged to stop when halfway down the aisle ; 
then she had sufficient strength to take a few steps 
more. She glanced at her wedding-ring, so recently 
placed upon her finger, and smiled at this sign of eternal 
union. Then, on the threshold of the great door, at 
the top of the steps which went down into the Place du 
Glottre, she tottered. Had she not really arrived at 
the summit of her happiness ? Was not it there that 
the joy of her life, being perfected, was to end? 
With a last effort she raised herself as much as pos- 
sible, that she might put her lips upon the lips of 
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Felicien. And in that kias of love she passed away 
for ever. 

Bat her death was without sadness. Monseigneur, 
with his habitoal movement of pastoral benediction, 
aided this pore soul to free itself from the frail body. 
He had regained his calmness, and had once more found 
in the fulfilment of his sacred calling the desired-for 



The Huberts, unconscious of what had taken place, 
were still kneeling, grateful for the pardon at last 
granted them, and feeling as if re-entering into exist- 
ence. For them, as well as for their beloved, daughter, 
the dream was to be accomplished. All the Cathedral 
and the whole town were en /S^. The organs sounded 
louder than ever; the bells pealed joyously ; the multi- 
tude waited to greet the loving couple on the threshold 
of the mystic church under the glorious spring sun- 
light. 

It was indeed a beautiful death. Angelique, happy 
and pure, carried away suddenly at the moment of the 
realisation of her fondest dream, taken into the heavenly 
life fit>m the dark Bomanesque chapels with the flam- 
boyant, Gbthic-vaulted ceiling, from among the gilded 
decorations and paintings of ancient times, in the full 
Paradise of Golden Legends. What more could she 
have asked for ? 

Felicien held in his arms simply a soft and tender 
form, from which life had departed ; this bridal robe of 
lace and pearls seemed like the light wings of a bird, 
still warm to the touch. For a long time he had well 
known that he could daim but a shadow. The exqui- 
site vision that came from the Invisible had returned to 
the Invisible. 
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It was merely a semblance^ which efiaced itself; the 
vanishing of an illusion. 

Everything is only a dream. 

And so, at the moment of supreme earthly happi- 
ness, Angelique had disappeared in the slight breatli of 
a loving kiss. 
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A M iBBing Witness. With 8 lilusts. 
The Woman of the Iron Bracelets. 
The Harding Scandal. 
A Prodigal's Progress. 

Folly Mo rrison. 

Crown 8vo, cl<>n», ss. Cnl. each. 
Under a Stitenge Mask. With ir 

Illustrations hy K. b\ Brkvvtnall. 
IVaa She Justified? 
liady Ju^as. 
The Obliging Husband. With Col 

onred Krvntispiece. 
Perfidious Lydla. With Fr..ntispiece 

by i>UI>LB Y Tkxxaxt. 

Fettered for Life. Popular Edition 

medium 8vo. M. 
The Brror of Her Ways. Ciown 8vo, 

cloth. 3^. 6rf.; CHfeAP Edition, ci.. is. net 



BARRINGTON (MICHAtiL), 
Novels by. 
The Knight of the Golden Sword. 

Crown «Svo, cloth, 6s. 
The Lady of TripoU. With Illus- 
tration.s. Crown 8\o. buckram tjilt, 5.9. 

B A S K E R V I LTiTE TJQHNTTa 

Memoir. By Ralph Straus and R. K 
Dent. With 13 Platei. Larije quarto, 
buckrnm. 21*. net. 



BATH (The) in Diseases of tiie 
5kin. By J. L. Miltow PostSvo, is. ; 

^*^ cloch. J^y. 6d. ^ 

feiEACbNSFIELD, LORD. B^t. 

; p. O'Connor, M.P. Crown 8vo. cloth. 55. 



! BEARD (JOHN), D.Sc. — Tiie 
. Enzyme Treatment of Cancer. 

\- Wit h Mu'-ts. Demy 8vo , cJ., 7*. 6d. net 

^jfeNNETT CARNOLD), Novels 

r by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. td. each. 
' Leonora. i A Great Man. 
Teresa of W^atllng Street. With f 

Illustrations bv Frank Gillett. 
Tales of the Five Towns. | Hugo. 
Baoped and Profane Love. 
The Gates of Wraths 
The Ghost. I The City of Pleasure. 
The Gran d Babylon H otel. 
Saored and Proftine Love. Che.'vp 
; Edition, crown 8vo, is. net. ; Popular 
Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. 
. . Leonora. Popular Edition, crown 8vo, 

' cloth. 2s. net 

f J POPULAR Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each, 
' ^ The Grand Babylon Hotel. 
tJ^ Olty of Pleasure, i Hugo. 



for 



BENNETT (W. C.).— Songs 

Sailors. Post 8vo. cloth. 2^. 

BESANT and RlcETNovels by. 

Cr. 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 
iJlust. bds. 2s. each ; cl. limp, 2s.6d. each. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. 

The Golden Butterfly^ 

My Little Girl. 

With Harp and Crown. 

This Son of Vulcan. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

By Cetia's Arbour. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet 

The Seamy Side. 

The Gate of Mr. Lucraft. 

'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Ten Tears' Tenant. 



BE5ANT (5ir WALTER), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. Od. 
each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d, each. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
With 12 Illustrations by Fred. Baunakd. 

The Captains' Room, &c. 

All in a Garden Fair. With 6 Illus- 
trations bv Makky Furniss. 

Dorothy Forster. With Frontispiece. 

Uncle Jack, and other Stories. 

Children of Oibeon. 

The World Went Very Well Then. 
With 12 Illustrations by A. FORKSTlEIi. 

Herr Paulus. 

The Bell of St. Paul's. 

For Faith and Freedom. With 
Illusts. by A. FoRESTiER and F. Waddy. 

To Call Her Mine, &c. With 9 Illusts. 

The Holy Rose, &c. With Frontispiece. 

Armorelof Lyoneese. With i2iiiusfs. 

St. Katherine's by the Tower. 
With 12 Illustrations bv C. Grkkn. 

Verbena Camellia Stephanotis. 

The Ivory Gate. 

The Rebel Queen. 

Beyond the Dreams of Avarice. 
With 12 Illustrations by W. H. Hyde. 

In Deacon's Orders, &c. With Front ia. 

The Revolt of Man. 

The Master Craftsman. 

The City of Refuge. 

Crown 8v<\ cloth 35. td. each. 

A Fountain Sealed. 

The Changeling. 

The Fourth Generation. 

The Orange Girl. With 8 Illustrationi 
by F. Peg RAM. 

The Alabaster Box. 

The Lady of Lynn. With 12 Illustra- 
tions by G. Dkmain-Hawmond, 

No Othe r Way. With 1 2 illustrations. 

Crown 8vo. picture clotn. Hat back, 2s. each. 

St. Katherine's by the Tower. 
The Rebe l Queen. 

Fink Paper Editions, poti 8vo, cloth, gilt, 
2s. net each • leather, gilt, 3s. net each. 

London. ] ll^stmlnster. 

Jerusalem.^(In collaboration with Prof. 
E. H. Palmer;^ 

Sir Richard Whlttington. 

Oaspard de Coligny. 

All 8ort« and CondUlons of W«o^ 



CKA 



iuroiL.-"' "^''^ n.^dKIi^Svo, 6rf. each 
The Goldea butcerfiy. 

By Celia's Apbour. 

SR; 2? ■*'»*" of the Fleet. 
JJj« Monks of ThelemaT^ ' 

Jhe Orange Girl. 
J^op Faith and Freedom. 
Children of Glbeon. 
^OFothyFopater. ( No Other WTav 
Armprel of Lyonei.e *^*^- 

The Lady of Ly nn. 

T •.«^i;l!"^-\?.V*^' ^'"t'^. 5^. net each. 

London. With 125 illustrations, 

Westminster. With Eichinij by F. & 

B J^Vw^r "• '"'^^^ '30 Illustrations. ^ , 

Ji'.^..^**"^?"*- "^Vith Etching by F. a 
WALKKR and 118 Illustrations. 

Sast London. With Etching by F. S 
Mi'i''^T'";/"^ 56 Illustrations by Phii'' 
Way. LjU^^ENjiiix^^nd ^ PenneLl. 

wi** S^^^n 8v(). Cloth, 3^. 6ci. each. 

5l.i^*X®*" *^0' ^^'ith 144 lUusts. 
Pinvc . i?* 3"^ Other Drawing-room 
i'Jays. 5 Hius. by Chris H ammond. &c. 

^J^,Kf^.^®'*"®'» ^y **»• Tower 

rrhi^i*^ f-i>J-!iON picture cover, i^. net. 

WiS"p**?^ ?'.?*«^*'* iefferlis. 

Jl »l «i £ *r ''• H'°^° ^^'°' buckram, 6s. 
_Artot Fiction. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, i,.net. 

^'BUOTHECA ROMANICa: 

Ihe Oni-inal Text, with, where neces 
sary. xNotes. Small Svo, single parts 8d. 
net per vol. ; cloth, single parts, if. net'p?; , 
vol. Where two or more units are bound 
in one volume the price in wrapper reJ 
n.ams 8d. per unit. />.. two cost i*. 4rf. • 

It'^frSr ^'' ,' ^""l'- ^^''* ^'- ^^- '° cloth 
the additional cost is ^d. for the first, and 
irf. for each succeeding unit: t.£., one 
iin.t costs i.v. ; two cost is. 9d. ; three 
2-V. od ; four 31. ^J, 
'• SJ*^**^**®' 'e Misanthrope, 
a. Mollere : Les Femmes savantes. 
3. Cornelllez Le Cid. [thode 

. ^" 5®*^*''«®* I>»scours de la me^ 
5-6. Dante : Divina Commedia I. • 
Inferno. 

7. Boooacoio: Decameron; Prima 

Riornaia. 

fooo *® ** Bretonne: L'an 

10. Gamoes: Os Li.sfadas; Canto I. II 

11. Racine: Athaiie. ' 
12-15. Petrarca : Rerum vulgarium 
I6-T7 tli«^*r^"'^'- • r. CPw'-g^torio 
isII'SSm*®- J?'^'"^ Commedia II.. 
18-20. Timer: Mon oncle Benjamin, ' 
81-23. Boocaooio: Decameron : Sec 

giornata, 

ij-af >U|{;«imi^r«hali: Le Barblef de 



TTO & WIND US, PUBI:^ 



BIBLIOTHECA ROMAN^^ 

^ 25. Camoes: OsUKtSd-ts ; iii iv 

Proverlx-s 
»9. Gomellle; Horace. 
30-31. Dante: Divina Commedia III - 

Paiadiso. 
^^'^f £r®^08t: Manon Lescaut 
35-36. CBuvres de Franoole Ylllon 
37-39. OulUem de CastrS: "as AiS^' 

dadesdclCid.l7l|. 
40. Dante: La Vita Nuova. 
41-44. Cervantes: S Novdas ejemplares. 

'*?• ^^P*"* ««Lusiadas;V.VI.. VH 

46. Moliire: L'Avare. '-. **i. 

47. Petraroa: 1 Trionfi. [giornata 

50. Gorneilie : Cinna. 

52 Camoes : Os Lusiadas : VIIL.IX X 



« •;: i «^tr" • '^'^ *-"i"aas : VIII„IX., X. 

cf ^^J 5?:r^^***»on de Roland. 
55-58 AlfijBdde Mussst: Premieres 

Decamj^ron: Quarta 



Poesies. 

59. Boooaocio 

giornata. 

60-61. Maistre Pierre Pathelln 
Farce du XV siecle. *'"«*'" 
^r& gjacomo Leopard!: Canti. 
^i?* £*»»««a«briand: Ata'a. 

00. Boooacoio : Decameron, Quinta 
giornata. ^ 

_67:7<xB|lai8e^ascal: Les Provinciales. 



^^^S^S^ (AMBROSE).-ln the 

Midst of Life. Crown Svo. cloth, 3«.w • 
P. Svo. bds.. 2s. ; cr. Svo. pic, cov: ij. net' 



— " •' ^' ' ^'- "»". P'c. COY, is. ne t. 

BINDL0S5(HAR0L0), N.vel, by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each. 
The Mistress of Bonav^tnre. 
Daventry's Daughter. 
A Sower of ¥fheat. 

**«*^*i®*"'?"-^''- ^"^^^ 8vo, cloth, 

js. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back. ai. 
The Concession. hunters. Crowji 
f;e%.l%V^dr^^^^"-«^--^.^ 

^'-'^.^H^ H^/y-*^^)^ A Critics;: 

btudy by A. C. Swinburne. With Ir 
Portrait. Crown Svo. buckram. 6*. net > 

'wiii***5?JS^« <>' Heaven and 
Hell, and A Sontf of Liberty. Wl-^— . 

^ltrod.xlion by F. a StokeI A ptrf < ^ 
KNCE Press BOOK. Crown Svo, h^;^' . 

Sent. 5'^'nVt.'°"'^' ''' ^- °^» ^ P^rc!.! j 
■ So 



BOCCACCIO.-The Decameron^ 

With a Portrait. Pott Svo. cloth. fiiiHV 
igPiifJiet^ leather, gilt edges, t^ net^^ ^ 

t^.U) — 5hll>t 



BODKIN (MHd., „.^.^ 
lelairh and Shamroclc, 

Svo, cloth. 35. 6d, 



i 



Crowa ^ 



BORDEAUX (HENRI). - Th 

.. ^.a**„-i luwiunciecenjamin. I i*?,rfi?*^ ®i **■* ^"y*- Translated b< 

t. Booaaooio: Pec^meron : Seconda Lo^'se x Houg hton. Cr. 8vo. n ft. ' 

P»«e mi«.i, Dewy 8vu^ tluth, 71, ft «? 



Hi St.'mRtlN'S LANS, LONDON, w.c. 



60S5E$ AND CORfBELS OF 

. BXBTER CATHI^DkAL. By E. K. 

Pkideaux and G. K. Holt Shafto. 
With Illustrations. Demy 8vo. clolh, 
7j. 6d. net. 

BOSWELL'S AUTOBIO- 
GRAPHY. By Percy Fitzgerald. 
With 8 illus. Demy 8vo, cloth, 12s. 6d. net. 



TOURGET (PAUL).-A Living 
Lie. Translated bv John Dk Villiers. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d,; Cheap 
Edition, picture cover, i^. net. 



BOYLE (F.). 
Man*s ~ 

boards, 2s. 



Chronicles of No 

Post 8vo, illustrated 



BRAND (JOHN).-Observations 

on Popular Antiquities. With the 
Additions of Sir Henky Ellis. Crown 
8vo. cloth. 35. 6d. 



BRAYSHAW(J. DODSWORTH). 

—Slum Silhouettes : Stories of London 
Life. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3*. 6d. 



BREWER'S (Rev. Dr.) Diction. 

aries. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. net each. 
TlioRoader'sHajidbook ofFamous 

Majnes in Fiction, Allusions, 

Raferenoas, Proverbs, Plots, 

Stories, and Poems. 
A Dictionary of Mlraolas : Imitative, 

Realistic, and Dogmatic. 



BREWSTER (Sir DAVID), 

Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 45. &/. each. 
More Worlds than One : Creed of 

Philosopher, Hope of Christian. Plates. 
The Martyrs of Soienoe : Galileo, 

Tycho Brarb, and Kepler. 
I^etters on Natural Matfic. With 

numerous Illustrations. 



BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Po. 

and Novels by. 
The Complete Poetical Worka of 
Robert BuohanMi. 2 Vols., crown 
8vo, buclcram. with Portrait Frontispiece 
to each volume. 12*. ' 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 35. bd. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2r. each. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
Ood and the Man. With 11 IHostra* 

tions by F. Barnard. 
Lady KUpatrick. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Iiove Me for JBver. 
Annan Water. | Foxglove Manor. 
The New Abelard. iRachel Dene. 
Matt: A Story of a Caravan. 
The Master of the Mine. 
The Heir of Iiinne. 
Woman an d the Ma n. 

Crown 8vo, doth, 3*. 6rf. each. 
Red and White Heather. 
Andromeda. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, W. each. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 

God and the Man. ^ 

Foztflove Mmor. 

The Shadow of the Sword. Largb 
Type, Fine Paper Edition. Pott 8vo. 
cloth, gilt top, 2j. net ; lcather,gilt edges» 
3s, net. . 

The Charlatan. By Robert Buchanaiv 
and Henry Murray. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
with Frontispiece by T. H. ROBINSON, 
3^. 6d. , post Svo, illustrated boards, aj. 



BRIDQE CATECHISM: QUES 

TIONS AND ANSWERS: including 
the Portland Club Code. By Robert 
Hammond. Fcap. Svo. cloth, 2s. 6d . net, 

BRIDGE (J. S C.).— From Island 

to Empire: A History of theExpansion of 

England by Force of Arms. With Mars 

.', nnd Plans. Large crown 8vo,c!oth, 6j.net. 

f BROWNING'S CROBT.) POEMS. 

I Large fcap. 4to. cloth, 6j. net each ; Large 
-' Paper Edition, parchment, 12s. 6d. net 

each. -Also anEdition in the St.Martin's 

Library, post 8vo, cloth, aj. net eacli ; 

leather, 3t, net each. 
Plppa Paases: and Men and 

women. With 10 Plates in Colour 

aflterE FORTESCUE BKICKDALE. 

Dra uatis Persona ; and Dramatic 

Romances and Iiyrics. With lo 

Pl ates in Colour after E. F. Brickdal h 

BRYDEN (H. A.).— An Exiled 

Scot. With Frontispiece by J. S. 
Crompton, R.L Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6rf. 



BRYDQES (HAROLD). — Uncle 

\Vit;ai at Home. With 91 Illuits, Pott 
yrrn, ^''u>^' board9. zs, ; cloth limp, z$M* 



BURTON (ROBERT). — The 

Anatomy of Melancholy. With a 
Photogravure Frontispiece. I>emy I 
cloth. 75. 6d ^ 



CAINE (HALL), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 6rf. each ; post 8vq^ 
illustrated boards, zs. each; cloth iimp), 
2s. 6d. each. 

The Shad<^w of a Crime. 

A Son of Hatfar. | The Deemster. 

Also Library Editions of the three novda» 
crown Svo, cloth. 6s. each ; Cheap POPU- 
LAR Editions, medium Svo.portrait cover, 
6d. each , and the Fine Paper EDinoN 
of The Deemster, pott 8vo, cloth, 
gilt top, 2*. net ; leather, gilt edges, 32. net. 



CAMERON (V. LOVETT).-The 
Cruise of the « Black Prince' 
Privateer. Cr. Svo, cloth, with 2 Illus- 
trations by P. Macnab 35. 6d. ; post Svo^ 
picture board.s. 2s. 



;ancer, the enzyme 

TREATMENT OF. By John Beard. 
D.Sc. With IllustraUons. Demy Svo, 
cloth, 7s 6d. net^ 



CANZIANI (ESTELLA).— Cos- 
tumes, Traditions, and 5oiiffa of 
Savoy. With 50 illustrationi in Colour, 
and many in Line, by the Author. Demy 
4to, doth, ail, act ; velluia, 3Z«. 64, asU 



_ O:!^ 



CMAttQ & WlNbtls, PiJBu/tiMS, 



mi 



VRLYLE (tHOMAS).— Oo the 

^''o'g* o^ Books. P(j«t 8vo, cloth, is.6d. 



CARROLL (LEWIS), Books by. 
AllM m Wonderland. With 12 
Coloured and many Line Illustrations by 
. MlLUCENT SOWERBY. Large crown 8vo, 

cloth Kilt, 35. 6d. net. 
Faadlntf the Mind. With a Preface 
by W. H. DrapiIr. Post 8vo, boards, 
, . I*, net ; leather, 2t. net. 



CARRUTH (HAYDEN).— The Ad- 
ventures of Jones. With 17 Illusts. 
Fcap. 8vo. picture cover, i*. ; cloth, 1*. 6d 



CA3TBLLANE (MARQUIS DE)^ 
-^Men and Thln^jr of iVTy Time- 

Translatrd by A. Teixbira de Mattos- 
With i3t Portraitw. Demv 8vo, cl., 6s. net. 



CHAPMANf S <QEOROE) Works. 

Vol. L. Plays Complete, including the 
Doubtful Ones. — VoL II., Poems and 
Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C 
Swindurnb— Vol. lit.. Translations of 
-the' Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols. 
crouTv8vo,>cl<>th. .y. 6d. each. 



CHILD'5 BOOK of VERSES. A. 

With Illustrations in Coloqr by Tessis 
W1LL06X SMtiH, Ordwa 4to, riictorial 
cloth, 3s.6d.net. * 

CLARE (AUSTIN).-By the Rise 

of the River. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3^. 6d, 



CLAYTON (MARQARET), Books 

for Children by. 
qamplntf in ihe Forest. With la 

Coloured lUusts., and many in Uirt, by 

the Author. Fcap 4to, cloth, 3*. 6rf. net. 
Amabel and Crispin. With many 

Illustration s. Deniy 8vo. cloth. 3^. 6d, net. 



CHATFI ELD-TAYLOR (H. C.j.- 
Pnmo'ii Pnthway. Cr. 8vo., cloth. 6s. 



CHAUCER for Children : A Gol- 
den Key. ByMrs. H.RHaweis. With 
8. Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. 
Crown 4to. cloth» jj. 6d. 
Chaaoer for Bohools. With the Stor\ 
of his Times and his Work. By Mrs 
H. R. Haweis: Demy 8vo, cloth. 2j. M. 
Vbe Prolo^e to the Canterbury 
Tales. Printed in black-letter upon 
— hand-made paper. With Illustrations by 
Ambrose Dudley. Fcap. 410, decorated 
cloth, red tqp, 2s. 6d. net. 
*»* Set also TUB King 's Classics, p. 16. 

CHESNBY (WEATHERBY), 

Novels by. Cr. 8 vo, cloth, 3 v. 6d. each . 

Tlie. Cable-man. 

The Romance of a Queen. 

The Claimant. 

CHESS, The Laws and Practice 

off with an. Analysis of the Openings. 

By Howard Staunto.n. Edited by 

R. B. Wormald. Crown 8vo. cloth, 51. 

The Minor Taotics 6t Chess : A 

Ireatise on the Deployment of the 
Forces in obedience to Strategic Principle 
By F. K. Young and E. C. Howell! 
Long fcap 8vo, cloth, 2*. 6<f.. 

*^^u*f*J*^«f ■ Chess Tournament. 

The Authorised Account of the 230 Games 
iilayed Aug..Sept. 1895. With Annota- 
tions by Pillsbury, Lasker, Tarrascii. 
.Si:binitz.Schiffers, Tbzchmann, Bar- 
•£SsP^» Blackburnb. Gunsbero 
^^TOLKY, Mason. aoMLBiN ; Biograpwl 
Iketches, and aa Portraits; Ecfltedby 
CniEKiire. Crown 8vo, cloth,^*. 



CLIVE (Mrs. ARCHER), Novels 

by. Post 8vo, cl. 3*. 6J. ea ; bda, 2s, ea. 
Paul Ferroll. 

WhyPaal Ferr^l Killed his Wlft. 
(EDWARD). -- Myths 

"~— Crown 8vo, cjoth. 3s. 6rf. 



CLODD , 

And Dreams. 



Cbbshisb, 



COLLINS (J. CHURTON, M.A.) 
-Jonathan Sn ^ltt. Cr. 8yo, cl.. 3^. 6rf. 



COLLINS (MORTIMER and 

PRANCES), Novels by. Cr.8vo, cl.. 

V. 6rf. each: post 8vo, lllustd. bds.. a*, each. 
From Jfldnl^tto ISldnltfht. 
jrou Play me* Falsa. 
Blaoksmlth and Scholar. 

The Vill age Comedy. | F 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2J. each. 
Transmigration. 
A Fight with Fortune. 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Sigeet and Twenty. 



COLLINS CWILKIE), Novels by, 

Cr. 8vo, cl,, ^x. 6d. each : postSvo, picture 
boards, aj. each ; cl. Hmp. aj. 6d. each. 
Antonina. I BaslM HideandSeek . 
The Womari in White. « 

The Moonstone. | Man and Wife: 
The Bead Secret. \ After Dark. i. 
The Queen of Hearts. 
No Name | My Visoellanles. jT 
Armadale. L Poor Mlss FInoh. (•; 
Miss or Mrs ? J The Black Robe, l^ 
The New Magdalen. ^ 

Froaen Deep. | A Rogue's Iilfe. 
The I«aw and the Iiady, 
The Two Destinies. « ^ 

The Haunted Hotel. C 

The Fallen Leaires. T - 

JeaebePs Daughter. I 

Heart and Sclenoe. I "I Say No.** 
The Bvll Genius, t Uttle NoVela 
The Iiega cy of Cain. I B Htid Iiove; 
Popular Ediiions, medium 8vo. 6rf. each, 

i^**Sf'**« ' Poor Miss Finch. 
The Woman In White. 



a 






The Law and the Lady. 
Moonstone. | The New Ma 



rdalen. 



^ , ^„^ „^„ «Tlagda] 

The Bead Secret I No Name.^ 

Man and Wife | Armadale. 

The Hau nted HoteL ( B lind Love. 

The Woman In VThlte. Large Type, 

Fink Paper Edition. Pott 8vo. ciotC 

gllttop. 2*. net leather, gilt edges, 3*. net 

The Frozen Deep. Large Typf £i>it, 

Fcap. 8vo. cloth, ij. Oct, ' ^Wf^' 



^ 



Ill ST. ^CARTIN'S lane, LONDON^ W.C 



COBBAN (J. MACLAREN), 

Nov«l«by. 
Vhe Cap# of Souls. Post Svo; Ulus- 

traited boards, 2s. 
9ho Rod SuUan. Crown Svo. cloth, 

ls» 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Vho Burden of laaboU Crown Svo, 

doth, 3s. bd. 



COLQUHOUN (M, J.).— Every 
Inch a Soldier. Cr(9wn Svo, cloth, 
is,td,\ post Svo, illustrated boards, 2S. 



COLT-BREAKING, Hints on. By 

W. M. HUTCHISON. Cr. Svo, cl., 3*. 6d, 



COLTON (ARTHUR). — The 

Belted Sees. Crown Svo, cloth, 3; . td. 



COLVILL (HELEN H.). —The 

Incnlnis. Crown Svo. cloth. 6s, 



COMPENSATION ACT (THE), 
1906: Who iwys» to whom, to 
what, and when it is applicable. 
By A. Clement Edwarps, M.P. Crown 
' Svo, is. net ; cloth, 15. td. net. 



COMPTON (HERBERT),Novei«by. 
The Inimitable Mrs. Maeelntf. 
ham. Crown Svo. cloth, 31. td. ; Popu- 
lar EPn iox, medium Svo , 6d. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
The Wilful Way. 
The Queen oan do no Wrong. 
To Defeat the Ends of Justioe. 



COOPER (E. HO, Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cinth, 3^. 6d. each. 
OeoflTory Hamilton. 
The Marquis and Pamela. 



./ 



C O R N W A L L.— Popular 
Romances of the West of England 

The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected by Robert 
Hunt, F.R.S. With two Plates by 
George Cruiksiiaxk. Cr.Svo, cl., ys.Ctd. 



i^RADDOCK (C. EGBERT), by 
/ The Prophet of the Oreat Bmoky 
' Mountains. Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6d. ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2;. 
His VaUiShed Star. Crown Svo, 

cloth, ^s. 6d 
The Windfall. Crown Svo, cloth, 
35. 6d. ; Cheap Edition, cloth, is. net. 



CRIM (MATT).— Adventures of 

a Fair Rebel. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2;. 



1/ 



CROCKETT (S. R.) and others.— 
Tales of our Coast. By & R. 
Crockett. Gilbkrt Parker, Harold 
Frederic, *Q..' and W. Clark Russell. 
With 13 lUustrations bv FRANK Brano- 
WYN( Crown Svo, cloth, 3^ 6d. 

(' 



CROKER XJAtM. b: M.)» Navels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3«. td. each; 

post 8vO| illustrated boards^ *s. each; 

cloth limp, as, td. eadi. 
PMtty Miss Neville^ 
A Bird of Passage, i Mr. JerviSi 
Diana BarrinSton* 
Two Masters. I InterfeireAM* 
A Pamlly Xiikenesa< 



A Third Person. ( Proper Prides 
Village Tales ft ^unAe fratfedJaib 
The Real Lady HUJEa* 



Married or BInSle? 
•To l*et/ 

Crown 8va, cloth, is,td, ^hi* ' 
In the KinSdom of Kerry;' 
Miss Balmaine*s Past. 
Jason. I Beyond th# Pale* 

Terence^ With 6 Iliusts. by 8. Pagkt. 
The Cat's-pav. Wrth la Illostratlons. 
The Spanish Neoklaoe. With 8 

Iliusts. by F. Pegram.— Also a Cheap Ed.. 

without Uhists., picture co ver; l«. nef. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 35. td. each ; poftt Svo, 

cloth limp. 2s. td. each. 
Infatuati on. \ Borne Ope Blsai 
Popular Editions, medium Svo. 64* eac^ 
Proper Pride. { The OBfe-pav. 
Diana Barrintfton. 
Pretty Miss NevUle* 
A Bird of Passage. 
Beyond the Pale. 
A Vamily Likeness* 
Miss Balmaine*s Past. (Cr.Svo.) 
Mi^rrie4 or Bintfle? 
The Real LadyHtlda. 
The Spanish Wecklaoe. 



CR05S (HELEN R.>— Aunt 
Maria's Dressing-table. A Book for 
Children to Paint in and to Read, 
IllnstraMon*. Square Svo. boards, n. net 



CR05S (MARGARET B^, Novels 

by. Crown Svo, clotb, ts, each. 
A Question of Means. 
Opportunity. With Frontispiece by 

Hilda B. Wiener. 
Up to Perrin*s. - • ' 



CRU1K5HANK'5 COMIC AL- 
MANACK. .Complete in Two Series : 
the First from 1S35 to 1S43 : the 
Second, from 1844 to 1853. With many 
hundred Woodcuts and Steel Plates by 
George Cruikshanx and others. Two 
Vols., crown Svo, cloth, 5^. net eacl|. 



CUMMINQ (C. R GORDON), 
Works by.. Demy Svo, clotb,6j. each. 

In the Hebrides. With 24 Illustrations. 

In the Himalayas and on the 
Indian PJains. With 42 illustrations. 

Two Happy Years in Ceylon* 

With 28 Illustrations. 
Via C ornwall to Egypt. Frontis. 



CU5SANS (JOHN E.).— A Haad« 
book of Heraldry ; including instruc- 
tion^ for Tracing Pedigrees, Deciphering 
Ancient MSa. &c. With 40S Woodcuts 
and 2 Colid. Plates. Crown Svo, cloth, 6j 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



DANBY (FRANK).— A Coquette 

in Crape. Foolscap 8vo, picture cover, 
6d. : cloth, I*, net. 



DAUDET (ALPHONSE). — The 
Evangelist; or. Port Salvation, 

Cr. 8vo. cloth. $s M. ; pcwt 8vo. bds., 2s. 



DAVENANT (FRANCIS).— HInt5 
for Parents oo Choice of Profession 
for their Sons. Crown 8vo, is. t\d. 



DAVIDSON <H. C.).— Mr, Sad- 
ler's Dauithters. Cr. 8vo. cloth, ^s.td.\ 
Chkap Editiov, doth. i?. net. 



DAVIES (Dr. N. E. YORKE-), 

Works by. Cr. 8vo, is. ea.: cl. u. dd. ea. 
One Thousand Medioal Maxima 

and Surgioal Hints. 
NuPSepy Hints : A Mother's Guide. 
The Dietetic Gure of Obesity 

(Poods for the Fat). With Chapters 

on the Treatment of Gout by Diet 
Aids to Longiitfe. Cr^va m . ; c\.2s.6d. 
Vrine and Becath: How to enjoy 

both. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. td. 



DEAKIN (DOROTHEA), Stories 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, ^u. td. each. 
The Poet and the Pierrot. 
The Princess ft the Kitchen-maid, 



DEFOE (DANIEL). — Robinson 

Crusoe. With 37 Illusts. by George 
Cruikshank, Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top. 
2i.net ; leather, nilt edj^es, 3^. net. 



DE MILLE (J AMES).— AStrange 
Manuscript found in a Copper 
Cylinder. Crown 8vo. cloth, with 19 
Illustrations by Gilbert Gaul, 3*. 6d. : 
post 8vo. illustrated boards, is. 



DEVONSHIRE SCENERY, The 

History of. By Arthur W. Clayde.v, 
M.A. With Illns,Demy8vo.c1..Ta?6rf. net 

Devon: Its Moorlands, Streams, 
and Coasts. By Lady Rosalind 
NORTHCOTE. Illustrated in Colours by 
F. 1. WiDGERY. Fcap. 4to. cl.. 20s. net. 

Folk Rhymes of Devon: Notices of 
tl e Metrical Sayings found in the Lorr 
of the People. By William Crossing. 
Demy 8vo. cl 'th. 45. dd. "et. 



UXCTXOfiAlOBS—conUHued. 

The Reader's Handbook of 
Famons Names in Flotlon, 
Allusions. Referenoes, Pro- 
verbs, Plots, 8torleB,and Poems. 
By Rev. £. C. Brewer, LL^D. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. net. 

JL Dictionary of Miraoles, 
Imitative, Realistic, and Do|*matic. By 
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 3J. 6<i. net. 

Familiar Allusions. By William A. 
and CHARLES G. WUEBLER. Demy Bvo^ 
cloth, 7*. (id. net. 

Familiar Short Sayintfs of Groat 
Men. With Historical and Explanatory 
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, A.m. Crown 
8vo, cloth, fs. 6d. 

TheBlangDietlonary: Etymolo^cal. 
Historical, and AnecdotaL Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 6s. ^d. 

Words, Faots, and Phrases: A 
DictionJiry of Curious, Quaint, and Out- 
of-the-Way Matters. By Eliezer 
Edwari>s. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3J. td. 



DOBSON ^AUSTIN), Works by. 

Crown 8vo. buckram, 6*. each. 
FourFrenohvromen. With Portraits. 
Bitfhteenth Century Yi^ettes. 

Tn Three Series, each 65. ; also FiKE- 

paper Editions, pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. net 

each ; leather, 3.C. net each. 
A Paladin of Philanthropy, and 

other Papers. With 2 Illustrations. 
Side-walk Studies. With 5 Illusts. 
Old Kensington Palace, aod other 

Papers. With 6 Illustrations. 
At Prior Park, and other Papers. With 
6 Illustrations. 



DEWAR (Q. A. B.).-The Airy 

Way. Crown Svo. cloth. 6x. net. 



DEWAR (T. R.). — A Ramble 

Round tlie Qlobe. With 220 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo. cloth, js. f*d. 



D1CKEN5 (CHARLES), The 

Speeches of. With » Portrait. Pott 
8vo. clotn. 2s net ; leather. 35. net. 
The Pocket Charles Dickens : Pass- 
ages chosen by Alfkkd H. Hyatt. 
i6mo. cloth, 2s. net ; leather, gilt. 3.^. net 



DICTIONARIES. 

A Dictionary of the Drama. By 

W. Davknpout Adams. Vol. 1. (A 10 G) 
ly Gvo, cloth, los. OU. net, 



DONOVAN (DICK), Detective 

stories by. Post 8vo, illustrated 

boards. 2s. each ; cloth, 21. 6d. each. 
In the Grip of the Lawt 
liink by Mnk. i Caatfht at I<ast* 
From Information Reoeived. ^ 
Suspicion Arousedi 

Riddles Read. 1 

Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. td. each : picture cl., 2*. ea. ; j 

post 8vo, boa'-ds. 2.?. ea ; cloth. 2s. 6d. ea. ;. 
The Man from Manchester. 
The Myst ery of Jamaic a Terrace; > 

Crown 8v(». cloth, 3?. ttd. each. ' 

Deacon Brodie : or. Behind the Mask. 
Tyler Tat lock, Privsite Detective.. 
Cr.Svo, c>., 3.S. 6d. ea. : pict. cl.. flat bk. aw. ea. 
The Records of Vincent TrlU. 

Tales of Terror. 

Crown 8vo, clotli, 3.V. od. each : post 8vo, 

boards. 7s. each: cloth limo, 2s. 6d. each. 
Chronicles of MichaelDanevltoh. 
Tracked to Doom. 
Tracked and Taken. 
A Detective's Triumphs. 
IBTho Po isoned Hetty Du ncan? 
Crown 8vo. picture cloih, 2s. each ; post 8vo, " 

illust. bds„ 2r. each; cl'»th limp, 2s. 6</. ea. 

Wanted 1 l__The_Man -Hunter. 

Dark Deeds. Crown 8vo. cloth limp, 

2s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, ax.,. 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



DIXON (W. WILLMOTT), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3?. 6d. each. 
The Rogue of Rye. 1 King Hal 



DOWLINQ^ (RICHARD). — Old 

Corcoran's Money. Cr. 8vo, cl., ss.td. 



DOYLE (A. CONAN).— The Firm 

of Qlrdlestone. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d 



DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. 

Edited by Col. Cunningham. Cr. 8vo, 
cloth, with Portraits. 3^. 6d. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson'a Works. With Notes, 
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio- 
graphical Memoir by William Gifford. 
Three Vols. 

Ohapmiin'B Works. Three Vols. Vol. 
I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. 11,, 
Poems and Minor Translations, with an 
Essay by A. C. Swinburne; Vol.111., 
Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey 

Marlowe*B Works. One Vol. 

Maaslnger's Plays. From Gifford s 
Text. One Vol. 



DUMPY BOOKS (The) for 
Children. Royal 32mo, cloth, is. nel 
each. 

1. The Flamp, The Ameliorator, 
and The School- boy's Appren- 
tice. By E. V. Lucas. 

a. The Bad Family. By Mrs. 
Fknwick. 

i. The Story of Little Black 
Sambo. By Helen Bannerman. 
Illustrated in colours. 

7. A Flower Book. Illustrated in 
colours by NELLIE Benson. 

8. The Pink Knight. By J. R Mon- 
SELL. Illustrated in colours. 

9. The Little Clown. By T. Cobb. 

10. A Horse Book. ByMARvTouKTEL. 
Illustrated in colours. 

11. Little People: an Alphabet. By 
Henry Mayer and T. W. H. Crosij^nd. 
Illustrated in colours. 

12. A Do^ Book. By Ethel Bicknell. 
With Pictures in colours by CARTON 
Moork Park 

14. The Little Girl Lost. ByE.RAPER. 

15. Dollies. By Richard Hunter. 
Illustrated In colours by Ruth Cobb. 

16. The Bad Mrs. Glntfer. By Honor 
C. Appleion. Illustrated in colours. 

17 Peter Piper's Practical Prin- 
ciples. Illustrated in colours. 

18. Little White Barbara. By 
Eleanor March. Illustrated in colours. 

20. Towlocks and his Wooden 
Horse. By Alice M. Ahpleix)n. 
lHus.in colours by Honor C. Appleton. 

21. Three Little Foxes. By Mary 
TOURTEL. Illustrated in colours. 

28. The Old Man's Batf. By T. W. 

H. Crosland. IUus. by J. R. Monselu 
98. Three Little Goblins. By M. 

G. Taggart. Illustrated in colours. 
25. More Dollies. By Richard Hun-^ 

TER. Ulus. in colours by Ruth Cobb. 



DUMPY BOOKS-ccniinu^d. 

Royal 32mo, cloth, i*. net each. 

86. Little Yellow Wang-lo. By M. 
« C. Bell. Illustrated in colours. 

28. The Sooty Man. By E. B. 
MACKINNON aud Eden Coybeb. Illua 

80. Rosalina. Illustrated in colours by 
Jean C. Archer. 

81. Sammy and the Snarlywlnk. 
Illustrated in colours by Lena and NOR< 
MAN Ault. 

83. Irene's Christmas Party. B} 
Richard Hunter II us. by Ruth Cobr 

34. The Little Soldier Book. By 

i ESSIE Pope. Illustrated in colours by 
Ienry Mayer. 

35. The Dutch DolPs Ditties. By 
C. Aubrey Moore. 

3a Ten Little Mitftfer Boys. By 
Nora Cask. 

87. Humpty Dumpty's Little Son. 
By HELEN R. Cross. 

88. Simple Simon. By Helen R. 
Cross. Illustrated in colours. 

39. Tha Little Frenchman. By 
Eden Coybee. Illustrated in colours by 
K. T. Fricero. 

40. The Story of an Irish Potato. 
By Li ly Schoki eld. I Uust. in colours. 



DUNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE), 

Books by. Cr. 8vo. cloth, js. 6d. each. 
A Social Departure. With ut 

Illustrations by K. H. Townsend. 
An American Girl in London. 

With 80 Illustrations by F. H. Townsbnd. 

The Simple Adventures of a 
Memsa hlb. With 37 Il lustrations. 

Yemen's Aunt. With 47 lUustrationiL 

Cro wn 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. 



DUTT CR0ME5H C.).— Enicland 

and India: Progress durini; On%^ 
Hundr«?d Years. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2*. ' 



EDWARDE5 (Mrs. ANNIE), 
Novels by. * 

A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 35. 

Archie Lovell. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
$s. td. : post 8vo. illustrated boards, aj. 

A Plaster Saint. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 31. 6d, 



EDWARDS (ELIEZER).— 
Words, Pacts, and Phrases: A Die 

tionary of Curious, Quaint.and Out-of-the- 
Way Matters. Crown 8vo. cloth, 35. td. 



EGQLESTON (hDWARD).— 

Roxy. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. 



EGERTON (Rev. J. C.).— 
Sussex Polk and Sussex Wsys. 

With Fo ur Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth. 51. 



ELIZABETHAN VERSE, The 

Book of. Edited with Notes by Wil- 
liam Stanley Braithwaite. With 
Frontisp.ece and Vignette. Small cr. 8vo^ 
clot^'. 3j. 6rf. net ; vellum gilt, 7j. td. nr* 



ENGLISHMAN (An) in Pai': 

Recollections of Louis Philippfations 
Empire. Crown 8vo, buckrr 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



EPISTOLiC OBSCURORUM 

Virornm (i5i5->8i7). La"" Text, 
with Translati'n. Notes, &c., by !•. G. 
STOKES. Royal 8vn. buckram, 2$^. net. 

EVERYMAN : "a Morality. 

With II ustraiiotts by Ambrose Dudley. 
Printed on pure rag paper. Fcap. 4to, 
decorated cloth; red to p. 2s . 6 d. net. 



PARR^R^ (J. 

Three Esaavs. 



EYES, Our: rtow to Preserve. By 
JORM Browning. Crown 8vo. cloth, is. 



FAIRY TALES FROM 

TUSCANY. By Isabella M. Ander- 
T«N. Square i6mo. cloth, i.t. net. 



FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: Mis- 
c^Uaneous Information, including Cele- 
brated Statues, Paintings, Palaces, 
- C9uptry Seals. Ruins, Churches, Ships, 
' Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, &c, 
By W. A. and C. G. Wueeler. Deray 
8vo. cloth. 75. 6J. net 



ANSON).— Wari 

Crown 8vo. cloth. Js. 6d, 



FILIPPI (ROSINA).— Inhaling: 

A RoMMOce. Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. 



FIREWORK - MAKINO, Tha 

Complete Art of; or. The Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury. By THOMAS Kentish. With 
267 lUugtratlons. Cr. 8vo, cloth. 3^. bd. 



FISHER (ARTHUR 0.>»— Tha 

Uind of Sllont Feet. With a Frontis- 

. piece, by G. D. ARMOUR. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, ts, __j 



FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS 

of Great Men. By S. A. Bent. A.M. 

Crown 8vo, cioOi. 7^- ^' , 



FARADAY (MICHAEL), Works 

by> Post 8vo. cloth, 45. 6rf. each. 
Th« Chemical HiBtory of a 
Candle: Lectures delivered before a 
Juvt-nne Audience. Edited by William 
CROOKES. F.C S. With numer«>«s IMusts. 

On the Various Forces of Nature, 
and their Relations to each 
othep; Edited bv William CROokbs. 
FC.S. With Illustrations. 

F^ARRAR (F.W., D.D.).-Kuskin 
as ■ Rellsloac Teacher. Square 
i6mo. cloih. with Frontispiece, i ^. net. 

JFENN (G. MANVILLE), Novels 

~^hyn Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. td, each 

post Svo, illiistratcd boards, zs» each. 
TIM N^ew Mistress. 
Witness to the Dsed. 
ThoTltferLll^. 
The Whi te Virgin. 

• Crown Svo. cloth, '3*. td. each. 
X Voman Worth Winning. 
Cursed by a Fortune. 
Th* Case of AUsa Oray. 
Commodore Junk. 
Waek Blood. I In Jeopardy* 
Double Cunning. 
Ar Fluttered Dovecote. 
King of the Castle. 
The Master of the CeremonlM« 
The Story of Antony Ovaoe. 
The Man wltii a Shadow. 
One.Mald*s Mischief. 
The Bag of Diamonds, and Three 

Bits of Paste. 
Running Amok. \ Blaok Bhadowa 
- The Cankerwornt* 
ea lilke a woman. 

son Crime* Crown Svo. ctoth, 
• picitire cloth, flat back, ai.; 
■•. EDinoN, medlam «?o, 6d, 
^mok. cheap Edit., xx. net. 



FITZGERALD (PERCY), by. 

Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^ . bd. \ 
post Svo, illustrated boards ,. 2f. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Bella Donna. I Polly. 
The I<ady of Brantome. 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. TUlotson« 
Seventy^ flYO Brooke S treet. 

Demy Svo. cloth. 125. td. net each. 
Boawell's Autobloglpaphy* With 8 

Plates. 
Samuel Foote: a Biography. With a 

Photogravure Frontispiece. 



FLAMMARION (CAMILLE).— 
Popular Astronomy. Translated 
by j: Ellard Gore, F.R.A.& With Three 
Plates and a88 Illustrations. A New 
Edition. Medium Svo, cloth, ios.6rf. 



FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS 

(The;. Set in the beautiful Florbncje 
Type designed for Uessrs. Chatto & 
WlXDUS by Mr. HERBERT P. HORNB. 
Printed on hand-made paper, and taste- 
fully bound. 

The aomaitnt ef the Reae. Wltti Coloured 
Collotype Illustrations by Keith Hbxukr- 
SON and NoBVAN Wilkisson. This volume 
is now out 61 print j but see p. 54 ior another 
Ediii- n set in Caslon Old-face Type, with tlie 
mme Illustrations. 

VirtflBlbua PueHaqna, *e. By R. L.Stbv^x- 
Boir. With islllusi rations in Coloured Collo- 
type after the Drawl ngs of Nobvan Wilkix- 
Box. (Edition limited to 335 numbered 
copies.) Crown 4to, boards, £i Vis. M, net ; 
linjpvellum, ^3«. net. , ' _ _ 

The Floi*attl or X<tttla Flovera of B.| 
Fraaola. Translated by ProtT. w.-Aenold; 
M.A. With 2» Illustrations in Collotype from 
the MSS.iu the Lauren tlan Library. {Edition 
Uinitea to 4?r» nanihered Copies.) Printed in 
red and l»lMck. Depiy 4to, h«>ards, 30«. net ; 
limp vellum, 429. net 

■ontfa bafove ttunrlM. B7 ALoaaNosr 
CiiABLKS SwiNBUENB. (Edition limited ro 
415 numbered copies) Printed in red and 
Mack. Cr«wn 4to. boards, 28«. net; liuip 
veilnro.sen.net. _, ^ *. .. 

The Marriage of Heaven and Ball ; and 
ABontfof liilberty. By Wxi^hamBlakb. 
Witlf iStrodnctlon by F. G. Btokka. Small 
crown Svo. boards, 8«. M. net ; parehmens 
gilt, gilt top. 6».net« , - „ „ 

Bapphos Doe Hundred Lyrics. By BLina 
CABXA9. Small crown Svo, boards, 6«. net 1 

HeimiMFtaJa^Jl W'lta Btataa e Plttora, 
■eno laeiyta Clpta 41 Pleveatisu 

(Kdltion limited to 450 copies.) Demy svo, 5a 
set i limp Teltum,lSf. od nee.' 



'tv 



HI ST. MARTjTN*^ LANE, LONDON, W,C 

QIBBON (CHARLBS)t • ^ 

by.' Crown 8vo» cloib,. 3** 6d- .«a<^" ? 



PLOWEft BOOK (The). By 

CoNbTANCE Smedley ARatFiKLD and 
MA3CWKLL Armkikld. Large fcap 4to. 
cl., 75.6rf.net ; parchmcnt.gilt, i2J.6tf.net. 

Forbes (Hon. Mrs. WALTER). 

—Dumb. Crown 8vo doth, 3.<. 6d. 



FRANCILLON (R. E.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each ; post 
8yo. illustrated boards, 2s. each^ 

Oneby One I A R«al Queen. 

A Dotf and his Shadow. 

Ropes of Sand. With Ill ustrations. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2*. each. 

Romances of ttae Law. * 

King or Knave? I Olympla. 

Jack Doyle's Oauf(hter. Crown 8vo. 

cloth. 3j. 6rf. • 



FRANCO - BRITISH EXHIBI- 
TION. Profusely illustrated. FoUo. 
cloth gilt. 105. 6d. net. 



FRANKAU (aiLBERT).-Oneof 

Us: A Novel in Verse. Demy 8vo 
quarter^boards, 35. 6d. net. 



FREDERIC (HAROLD), Novels 

by. Post 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each 

iliustrated boards, 2.t each. 
■eth'B Brother's Wife. 
The Iiawton Oirl. 



FREEMAN (R. AUSTIN).-John 
Thorndyke*s Casss. lUuslrated by H 
M, Brock, and from Photbijraphs 
Crown 8V0, cloth, 35. 6d. 



po«t «vo. illustrated boards. 2s.-m»ch 

Robin Gray. I The Oolden fthafl. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
Of Hltfh Detfre«. ^ 
Queen «f thei Meadow. 

Crown 8vo, picture boards, 2s. eaciti 
For I«aok of Gold. ,^ " ^ 
What Will the World^Sajr 
For the KIntf. 1 ML Hard Kn^t. 
In Pastures Oreen« 
In Love and War. 
A Heart's Froblem. 
By Mead and Scream. _* 
FanoyFree. ) Loving a Dream. 
In Honour Bound.' 
Heart's Delltfht, I Bloo d-Money. 
The Dead Heart. Post 8vo, must. bds. 

2s. ; Popular Edition, medium 8yo. 6d. 



a I B B S (A. HAMILTON).— 

Cheadle and Son. Crown 8vo, cl., 6x. 

QIBSON <L. 5.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3t. 6d. each. 
The Freemasons. | Burnt BFicee. 

Ships of Deslfe. 

The Freemasons. Cheap Edition, 
picture c over, is. net. 



F R Y ' 5 (H E R B E RT) Royal 
Guide to the London Charities. 

Edited by John Laxe. Published 
Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, 15. 6d. 

QARDENINQ BOOKS. Post 8vo, 

IS. each ; cloth, is. 6</. each. 

A Tear's Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse. By Ggorqe ulen.vy. 
Household Horticulture. By Tom 

and Jane Jerrold. Illostrated. 
The Gharden that Paid the Rent. 

By Tom Jerrold. 
Our Kltohen Garden. By Tom 

Jerrold. Post 8vo, cloth, is. net. 
Vine-GrowiBtf In Bntfland. By 

H. M. TOD. With Illusts. Crown 8»o, 
boards, is. net ; cloth, ts. 6d . net. 
BIT William Temple upon- the 
Gardens of Bpiourus ; with other 
Garden Essays. Edited by A. Forbes 
SiBVEKiNG, F.S.A. With 6 Illustrations. 
Small 8vo, boards, i;. 6d, net; quarter 
Teliuni, 2s, 6d. net ; three-quarter vellum, 
«. net 



aAULOT (PAUL). — The Red 

Shirts: A Tale of 'The Terror.' Trans- 
lated by John dk Villiers. Crown 
8vo, cloth, with Frontispiece by Stanley 
Wood. 'US. M. : picture cloth, flat back, 25. 



QERARD(DOROTHEA).-a Queen 

of Curds and Cream. Cr.svo. c1.,3.t.6(/. 



GILBERT'S (W. S.> Original 
Plays. In 4 Series. Fine-Paper Ediiion, 
Pott 8vo, doth, jjilt top, 2s. Oct each ; 
leather, gilt e^'ges, 3^, net each. 

The First Series contains : The Wl(^ed 
World — Pygmalion and GaUitea — 
Charity— The Princess^The Palace of 
. Truth— Trial by Jury— Jolanthe. 

The Second Series contains: Broken 

Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts . 

Grctchen — Danl Druco— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. 'Pinafore —The Sorcerer— - 
The Pirates of Penzance. 

The Third Series contains: Comedy and 
Tragedy — . Foggerty's Fairy ^ Jtosen- 
crantz and Guildehstern— Patience- 
Princess Ida— The Mikado— Ruddigore 
—The Yeomen of the Guard>-The Gon- 
doliers— The'Mountebanks—Ptopia. 

The FOURTH Series contains : The Fairy's 
DiJenima— The Grand Duke— His Excel* 
lency—' Haste to the Wedding '^Felleo 
Fairies— The Gentleman in Bfaack-^Bran- 
tinghan>e Hallr-Creatnres of Impnlse— 
i^andall's Thumb— The Fortune-hunter 
— Thes pis. With Portrait o f the Author. 

BItfht Original Gomio Operas 
written by W. S. Gilbert. Two Series, 
demy 8vo, cloth, ai. 6d. net each. 

The First Series contains.: The Sorcerer 
— H.M.S. 'Pinafore —Thfc Wrat%8 of 
Pensance — lolanthe — Patience — Prin- 
cess Ida-The Mikado— Trial b^r Jury. 

The Second Series contains ; The Gon- 
doliers—The Grand Duke— The Yeomen 
of the Guard— His Excellency— Utopia 
Limited- Ruddigore— The Mounteb' 
—Haste to the Wedding. ^^1- 

Tbe Gilbert and^uHil^^ationa 
day Book. . Cuorpti'*'' ' 
Kqyal ifimo, cloth, - 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



IIBNBY (50A1ERVILLE)- - 

5<ntenccd I Crown 8vo. cloth, i »•, (xt. 



GILBERT (WILLIAM).— James 

Duke, Costeniioas«r« PottSvo.illus- 
. trated boards, 2s. 



QISSINQ (ALGERNON), Novels 

by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, gilt top, Zs. 6d, each. 
Knittars In tta« Sun. 
The WealtH of Mallerat&ntf, 
AnJLngei 'a Portion. I B aliolOafth 
The Dreams of Simon 08her. Cr. 
8vo. cloth, 3j. M. ; Cheap Edit., u. net, 



GLANVILLE (ERNEST), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, js. 6d. each 
post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Lost HeireM. With 2 Illustra- 
tions by HUMK NiSBET. 

The FoSBicker: A Romance of Mash- 
onaland. Two lllusts. by Hume Nisbet. 

M. Fair C olonist. With Fronasplccc. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, 3^. 6d. each. 

The Golden Rock. With Frontispiece 
by Stanley Wood. 

Tales flpom the Veld. With 13 lllusts. 

Max Thornton. With 8 lUustrations 
by J. S. Cromptov. R.I. 



GLENNY (GEORGE).— A Year's 
Work in Qarden and areenbouM : 

Practical Advice as to Flower, Fruit, and 
Frame Garden. Pr>st 8vo. is. : cl.. is. bd 



GLOYER (JAMES). — Jimmy 

Olover and Hla Friends. Demy8vo, 

, cloth. 7^. dd. net. 



y^ 



GODWIN (WILLIAM), — Lives 

of the Necromancerg. Post 8vo. cl.. 25. 



GOLDEN TREASURY of 

Thouifht, The; A Dictionary of Quo- 
tations from the Best Authors. By 
Theodore Taylor. Cr. 8vo, cl.. 35. 6^/. 



GOODMAN (E. J.)— The Fate of 
Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 35. f^d 



GORE (J. ELLARD, F.R.A.S.).— 

Astronomical Curiosities ; Facts and 
Fallacies, Crown 8vo. cloth. 6s. net. 



GRACE (ALFRED A.).— Tales 
of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vo, c l.. 3^. 6d. 

GREEKS AND ROMANS, The 
Life of the. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
KONER. Edited by Dr. F. Hueffer. 
With 545 lllusts. Demv Svo.cL »:«;.. 

ORBEN (ANNA KASS^^o^^ 

Th^ glte man In the _AlcoYe. 

nethyitB^^IC'*- 8voj^:.^^- 
^OOD"TJAMES).-The 

In the Dock. Crown 8vo. 

'^d. 



GRIFFITH (CECIL).— Corinthia 

Marafelott. Crown Svn.. cloth. ?;. (td. 



GRIFFITHS (Major A.).— No. 99> 

and Blue Blood. Ciown 8va cloth, 2s, 



GRIMM. — German Popular 

stories. — Collected by the Brothers 
Grimm and Translated by Edgar Tay- 
lor. With an Introduction by John 
RUSKIN, and 22 Steel-plate Illustrations 
after Gborgb Crciksuank. Square 8vOk 
cloth, gilt top, 6s. ■ 



GRONER (AUGUSTA). — The 
Man with the Black Cord. Trans- 
lated b}[ Grace I. Colbron. With a 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. 



GYP. — CLOCLO. Translated by 
Nora M. St.atham. Cr. 8vo, cl.. %k. 6d, 



HABBERTON (JOHN).— Helen's 

Babies. With Coloured Frontispiece 
and eo Illustrations by Eva Roos. Fcap. 
4to. cloth. 6s. 



HAIR, The: Its Treatment In 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 

Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
PiNCUs. Crown 8vo. i*. : cloth. 15. 6d. 



HAKE (Dr. T. GORDON), Poems 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
New Symbols. . 
I^etfenda of the Morrow. 
The Serpent Play. 
Maiden Ecstasy. Small ^to. cloth. 8^. 



HALL (Mrs. S. C.).— Sketches 
of Irish Character. With lUustra- 
lions on Steel and Wood by Cruik- 
shaxk. aiACLisK. Gilbert, and Har\'et. 
Demy 8vo. cloth. 7.^. 6d. 



HALL (OWEN), Novels by. 
The Track of a Storm. Crown 8vo, 

picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
Jetsam. Crown 8vo. cloth. $5. 6d. 



HALLIDAY (ANDREW).— 

Bvery-day Papers. Post 8vu, illus- 
trated boards. 25. 



Ir GEORGE). -The 
sofaBroconsul. By James 
n"t^a, buckram, w. 



HAMILTON'S \COSMO) Stories. 

Two Kings, &0. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

M.net. __. 

Crown 8vo, is. net each. 
The Glamour of the Impossible, 
Through a Keyhole. 

Crowt) 8vo, cloth. 6i. each. 
Nature's Vagabond, ftc 

Plain B rown. 

HANDWRITING, The Philo- 

soohy ol. With over 100 Facsimiles. 
Bv Dox Felix de Salamanca. Post 

8vo !ialf-cU>l^i. 2.T. 6(1. • 

FlARD\r(lZA DUFFUS), Novels 

bv. Crown 8vo. cloth . 3 ^ 6rf. each 
The liBSser ByII. | A Buttei^y, 
9Sanf WPmaWi and Patfi. 



Ill ST. MARTI 
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HAPSBURQS, The Cradle df the 

By J. \V. Gilbaijt-Smith. M.Ai With 
numerous Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 55. ne t. 

HARDY (THOMAS). — Under 

the Q reenwood Tree. Post 8vo, cloth. 
3s. 6d, : illustrated boards, 2s, ; cloth 
limp, 2s. td. Also the FiNB Paper 
Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 21. net : 
leather, gilt edges, 35. net ; and the Cheap 
EniTlON. medium 8vo,6rf. 



HARRIS (JOEL CHANDLER) 
Unola Ramus. With 9 Coloured and 
50 other Illustrations by J. A. Shepherd. 
Pott 4to. cloth, gilt top, 6s, 
Ni^ti with 0nol« Remui. With 
8 Coloured and 50 other Illustrations by 
J. A. Shepherd. Imperial i6mo, cloth, 6j. 



HARTE'S (BRET) Collected 

Works. LIBRARY EDITION. (Ten 

Volumes noyi^ readyX Crowh 8vo, cloth, 
3s, 6d. each. 

Vol. I. POETICAL AND DRAMATIC 

WORKS. With Portrait. 

„ II. THE Luck of Roaring Camp- 
Bohemian PAPERS— American 
Legends. 

^ III. Tales op the Argonauts- 
Eastern Sketches. 

„ I"V. Gabriel Conroy, 

„ "V. Stories — Condensed Novels. 

„ VI. Tales OP THE Pacific Slope. 

„ VII. TalesofthePacificSlopb— II, 
With Portrait by JOHN Pettik. 

„ VI II. Tales of Pine and Cypress. 

„ IX Buckeye and Chapparkl. 
X. Tales of Trail and Town. 

Bret Harte's Choice WorkBin Prose 
and Verse. With Portrait and 40 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3*. 6rf. 
Bret Harte'B Poetical Works, in- 
cluding Some Later Verses. Crown 
8vo, buckram, 45. td. 
In a Hollow of the Hills. Crown 

8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
Manija. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. ; post 
S\o^ picture boards. 25. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
\ Potl 8vo, cloth, 2s. net ea. ; leather, 35. net ea. 
Mllsa, Luck of Roaring Camp, &o. 
Condensed NoYels. Both Series. 
Complete Poetical W orks. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
On the Old Trail. I Trent's Trust, 
under the Redwoods. 
From Sandhill to Pine, 
stories in Light and Shadow. 
Mr. Jack Hamlin's M ediation. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. each : post 8vo^ 

illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
G&briel Conroy. 
A ^Waif of tha Plains* With 60 Illus- 
trations by Stanley L. Wooa 
JL HWmrd of tha Ooidan Gate. With 

59 Illustr ations by STANL EY L. WoOD. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each. 

Tlitt Bell-Ringer of JLngel's, ftc 

With 39 Illusts. by Dudlby Hardy, Ac. 
Claranoe: A Story of the American War. 

With 8 Illustrations hy A. Julx Goodman. 



HARTB (BRETy-co^iiintud. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 

Barker's liuck, &c. with 39 illustra- 
tions by A. Forestier, Paul Hardy, &c. 

DeYil's Ford, &c. 

The Crusade of the *Bxcelsior.' 
With Frontis. by J. Bernard Partridge. 

Tales of Trail and Town. With 

Frontisp iece by G. P. Jac omb Hood. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. td. each ; picture cloth, 

flat back, 2s. each. 

JL Sappho of Green Springs. 

Colonel Starbottle's Client. 

JL Prot6g6e of Jack Hamlin's. 
With numerous Illustrations. 

Sally DOWS, &C. With 47 illustrations 
by W. D. A lmond and o thers. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

Xiuck of Roaring Camp, and Sen- 
sation Novels Condensed. Also 
in picture cloth at same pi ice. 

JLn Heiress of Red Dog. 

Califomi an Stories. 
Post 8vo, Jllus. bds., 2*. each : cloth, 2*. fid. each. 

Flip. I JL Phyllis of th e Sierras. 

Three Partners. Medium 8vo, 6d, 

Mew Condensed Hovels. Cr. 8vo. 
cloth, 3*. W.: Cheap Edition, cl., 15. nci. 

Salomy Jane. With Coloured and 
Tinted Illustrations by Harrison 
Fisher aud Arthijr I. Keller. Crown 
8vo, clot h, 3^. 6d. net. 

The Life of Bret Harte. By H. C. 
Merwin. With II Illustrations. Dcniy 
8vo, cloth, lo.t. 6d. net. 



HAWEISiMrs. H. R.), Books by. 

The Art of Dress. With 32 lUustia* 
tions. Post 8vo, Js. ; cloth, i*. 6d. 

Chaucer for Schools. With Frontis- 
piece. Demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. td. 

Chancer for Children. With 8^ 
Coloured Plates and 30 WoodctrfsT 
Crown 4to, cloth, 3.V. td. 



HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.).— Ameri- 
can Humorists: Washington 
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
James Russell Lowell, Artemus 
\Vard, Mark Twain, and Bret Harts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6^. 



HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6</. 

each; post 8 vo. illustrated boards, 2j.each. 
Garth. I Bllice Quentin. 
Fortune's Fool. | Oust. Four Illusts. 
Beatrix Randolph. With Four Illusts. 
O. Polndexter*s Oisappearanoe. 
The Spec tre of the Ca mera. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. td. each. 
Sebastian Stromsi 
Love— or a Name. 

Miss Cadogpa. Illustrated boards, 2s. 

riEALY (CHRIS), Books by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. each. 
Confessions of a Journalist. ■<^. 
Heirs o f Reuben. | Mar a. idal- 

The Bndless Heritage. ^^"^'•»^« 
cloth, 35. td. 
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HELPS (Sir ARTHUR). — Ivan 

de Biron.* Crown 8v > cloth. ^. 6d. ; 
post 8 vo, illustrated boards. 2^. 



HENTY (O. A.), Novels by. 
RUjub, the Juggler. Post 8vo, cloth, 
3J. td. ; illustrated i^oards. 2s. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 34. td. each. 
Tha Queen's Cap. 
Dorothy's Double. 
Coionel Thorndyke's Secret. 



HENDERSON (ISAAC).— Agatha 

Page. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3j. td. 



HERBERTSON (JESSIE L.}.— 

Junta. Crown Svo. cloth, Os. 



HILL (HEADON).— Zambra the 

Detective. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 6d. : 
picture cloth, flat back, 2x. 



HILL (JOHN), Works by. 
Treason-Felony. Post Svo, illustrated 
boards. 2,v. 

The Common Ancestor. Crown 

8vo, cloth. 35. 6rf. 



HOEY (Mrs. CASHEL).— The 

Lover* s Cree d. Cr. Svo, cl., 31. 6d, 

HOLIDAY, Where to go for a. 

By several well-known Authors. Crown 
Svo. cloth, Is. f>d. 



HOFFMANN (PROFESSOR).- 

Klng Koko. A Maqic Story. With 25 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, ts. net. 



HOLMES (CHARLES J., M.A., 
Director of tlie National Portrait 
Qallery), Boolcs by. Demy Svo, clulh 
7n 6J. net each. 

Motes on the Science of Picture- 
making. With Photogravure Front is. 
^ Motes on the Art of Rembrandt. 

.With Photogravure Frontispiece and 44 

prates 

HOLMESlOtlVER WENDELL). 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Fine Paper Edition, pott 
Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net.; leather, gilt 
edges. 35. net. 



HOOK'S (THEODORE) Choice 

tlumorous Works; including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns. 
Hoaxes. With Life and Frontispiece. 
Crown Svo cloth. 35. 6d, 



HOOD'S (THOMAS) Choice 
Works In Prose and Verse. With 
Life of the Author, Portrait, and 20c 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d. 



HOPKINS (TIQHE), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6rf. each. 

'Twixt Love and Duty. 

The Incomplete Adventurer. 

The Nutfents of Garrioonna. 

I, c4.Nell HafTenden. With 8 Illustrations. 

j^«^o r Freedom. 

>^4^;E (R. HENaiST).-^6rlon. 



Demy »»*-V.«>i;^tralt, Crown Svo. cloth. 7*. 



HORHIMAN (ROY>. Ntivels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth. 6s. each. 
Belliiaiy the Matfhilleent. 
I<ord Ca tttmarlelgh's ' Beor»t. 
Israel Ra nki Crown 8vo. cloth, $s. td. 

Popular Ebitioks. crown 8vo. ctoth. with 

pictorial outer covers. 2f. oet cacii. 
Beliainy the Matfnllloent. 
Israel Rank. 



HORNUNQ (E. W.), Novels by. 

Crowft SCO, cloth, ^. td^ each. 
Stingar ee. I A Thief in tlia.Hirht. 
The Shadow of the Rop«. Cr. Svo 

cloth. 3.V. 6d, : pictorial cloth, 2^, net. 



HUEFFER (FORD MADOX).-A 
Cail : The Tale of Two PSassloiu. 

Crown Svo, clotb, 6;. 



HUGO (VICTOR).— The Outlaw 

of Iceland. Translate by Sir Gilbert 
Campbell. Crown Svo. cloth, -^.ftd. 



H ULL (ELEANOR), Selected and 
Annotated by.->The Poem-book of 
the Gael. With Decorations from Irish 
MSS. bmall crown Svo, cloth, •js. 6d, net. 



HUME {FERGUS), Novels by. 

The liady From Movhera. Cr. Svo, 

cloth, 1$. 6d.: picture cloth, flat back, aj. 

The Millionaire Mystery. Crown 

Svo. cloth, 3\. 6rf. 
The Wheelintf Ught. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, ts. 



HUNQERFORD (Mrs.), Novels 

by. Cr.fivo, cl., 3** 6d. each j post 8vo, 
boards. 25. t-ach : cloth.2;.'6c2. each. 

The Professor's Experiment, 
liady Yerner*s Flight. 
Lady Patty. I Peter's Wife. 
The Ked-House Mystery. 
An Unsatisfactory LoYer* 
A Maiden All Forlorn. 
A Mental Strutftfle. 
Marvel. \ A Modern Ciroe. ^ 
In Dtirance Vile. I April's Z^ady. 
The Three Graces. \ No ra Creina«i 
Crown Svo, cloth. 35. 6d, each, ■* T^ 

An Anxious Moment. \ 

A Point of Conscience. 
The Com ing of Chloe. t Lovlo^ 
Popular Editions, n>ediura Svo, 6d. each. \ ' 
The Red- House Mystery. " 1| 

A Modem Circe. l 



HUNT (Mrs. ALFRED), Novels 

by. Crown 8V0. cloth, 3^. 6d. each ; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. eadu 

The Leaden Casket. 

Self-Condemned. 

That Ot her Person^ • 

Mrs. Juliet. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. fxi. 

Thornioroft's Model. Crown svo, 
cloth, ai. net. 

The Governess. By Mrs.. Xlpred 
Hvar a(nd ViolET' 'HUNT; wTtH a 
Preface by FORD MAp6x HU|tFF«R. 
Crown Svo, tlotli, 6*. 



in ST. MARTINIS LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



HUTCHINSON (W. M.) —Hints 
on Colt- Breaking. With 35 lUustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3j. ttd. 



HYAMSON (ALBERT).— A His- 
tory of the Jews In England. With 
16 JPortraits and Views and 2 Maps. 
Demy 8vo. cloth, 45. (id, net. 



HYATT (A. H.), Topographical 

Anthologies compiled by. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, full gilt side, gilt top, 55. net each ; 

velvet calf, 75, 6(/. net each. 
The Ctaann of Yenlce : an Anthology. 

A New Edition, with 12 Illustrations in 

Colour by H.-lRALD Sund. 
The Chavm of liondon. A New 

&ditidn, with 13 Illustcatious In Colour 

by Yosiiio Marking. 

Fi.\'B Paper Editions in the St. Martin's 
Library. Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s 
net each ; leather, gilt edges, 3^- net each. 

The Charm of Edinburgh. 

The Charm of liondon. 

The Charm of Venice. 

The Charm of Paris. 



JENKINS (HESTER D.).~Be. 

hind Turkish Lattices: The Story of 
a Turltish Woman's Life. With 24 lilus- 
strations. Crown 8v», cloth. 65. net. 



INCE (MABEL).— The Wisdom 

of Waiting. With a Frontispiece. 
Crown 8v<i, cloth, &t. 



INCHBOLD (Mrs. A. C.).-The 
Road of No Rety^n. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3^. td. 



INDOOR PAUTERS. By One of 

Them Crovm 8vo. 15. : cloth. I J. ()d. 



IRVINQ (WASHINQTON).-OId 
Christmas. Square i6mo, cloth, wiih 
Frontispiece, u. net^ 



JAMES (C. T. C.).— A Romance of 
the Queen's Hounds. Cr. 8vo. cl. is.bd. 

JEFFERIES (RICHARD), by. 

The Pageant of Summer. Long 
fcap. 8v«>, cloth, I*, net. 

The Life of the Fields. Post 8vo. 
doth, u.td. ; Largb Typk, Fine Paper 
Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, aj. net ; 
leather, gilt edges, 35. net. Also a New 
EniTlON. with 13 Illustrations in Colours 
by M. U. CLARKE, crown 8vo, cloth, ss. 
net. 

The Open Air. Post 8vo. cloth, as. td.-. 
Large Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 
gvo, doth, gilt top. 25. net : leather, gilt 
edges,. 3*. net. Also a New Edition. 
with 12 Illustrations in Colours by RUTH 
DOLLMAN, cro n 8vo, cloth 5^. net. 

Mature near London. Crown 8vo, 
buckram. 65. : post 8vo, cl., 2^. bd. ; LARGS 
Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 8vo, cl., 
gilt top, 2i. net ; leather, gilt edjTes, 35.net. 
Aho a New Kdition, witJ^ la Illus- 
trations in Colours by Ruth aJoll^ian, 
crown 8v 3, cloth. 5^ net . 

Tlitt Poclcet Richard JelTerlea: 
Passages chosen by Alfred fl. Hyatt. 
i6mo^ cloth, gil*^ top. 2s. net : leather, 
gift top. 3i. net. 

me Bulogy of Richard JelTerlee. 
By Sir Walter Besant« Or. «vo, cl., 6$. 
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JAME5 (Q. W.). — Scraggles: 
The 5tory of a Sparrow. With 6 

Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, 2a. 6d. 



JAPP (Dr. A. H.).— Dramatic 

Pictures. Crown 8vo, cloth. ^5. 



JEROME (JEROME K.).— Stage- 
land. With 64 lUustrations by J. H&K- 
NARD Partridge. Fcap. 4to. is. 



JERROLD (TOM), Books by. 

Post 8vo, I* each ; cloth, is. dd. each. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Househol d Horticult ure. 
Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants We 

Grow, and How We Cook Them. Post 

8vo, cloth, IS. net. 



JOHNSTONE (Arthur).— Recol- 
lections of R. L. 5tevenson In the 
Pacific. With Portrait and Facsimile 
Letter. Crown 8vo, buckram, 65. net. 



JONSON'S (BEN) Works. With 

Notes and Biographical Memoir by 
William Gifford. Edited by Colonel 
Cunningham. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
clot h , 3s. 6d. each. ^^ 



JOSEPHUS, The Complete 

Works of. Translated by William 
Whiston. Containing * The Antiquities 
of the Jews,' and ' The Wars of the Jews.' 
With 4 Maps and 48 Plates. Two Vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth, 5t. net e.ich. 



KEMP (E. 0.).— The Face of 

Manchuria, Korea, and Russian 

Turkestan. With 24. Plates m Colout^ 
and Monochrome by the Author. Large 
fcap. 4t<>, cloth, 75. 6d. n et. 



KERSHAW (MARK). -Colonial 
Pacts and Fictions: Humorous 
Sketches. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 
25. : cloth. 2s. Cd. 



KINO (LEONARD W , M.A.).— 
A History of Babylonia and Assyria 
from Prehistoric Times to the 
Persian Conquest. With Maps. 
Plans, and illustrations after the princi-, 
pal Monuments of the Period. In 3 vols^ 
royal 8vo, cloth. Each volume sepa- 
rately, 1 8 J. net ; or per set of 3 volumes, 
if ordered at one time, K2 10^. net. 
Vol. I.— A History of Burner and 
JUkltad: An account of the ICarly 
Races of Babylonia from Prehistoric 
Times to the :? oundatlou of the Baby- 
Ionian Monarchy. [Ready. 
„ 1 1.— A History of Babylon from 
the Foundation of the Monarchy, 
about B.C. 2000, until the Conquest/ 
Babylon bv Cyrus. B.C. «-- ' 0*1^- 
„II1.-A Hiatory ot f 
the Earl est Per;oa v 
Nineveh, B.C. 606. 
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KeMPLINO (W.BAILEY-).— The 

Poets Royal of Btiirland aod Scot 
land: Original Poems by Royal and 
Noble Persons. Wiih Notes and 6 Photo- 
Kravure Portraits. Small 8vo, parchment. 
ts. net : vellum, 7^. (ui. net. Also an 
Hdition in The King's Classics (No. 39). 



KINQ (R. ASHE), Novels by. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, zr. each, 
'The Wearing of tha Green.* 
Passion's Slave. | Bell ~ 



A Dravn Game. Crown 8vo. cloth. 
3^. 6t/. : post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2j. 



KING'S CLASSICS (The). 

. . General Editor. Professor 1. GOLLANCZ. 

I itt.D. Printed on laid paper, i6mo, 
each with Frontispiece, gilt top. Quar- 
ter bound grey boards or red cloth, 
IS, 6d. net each ; quarter vellum, cloih 
sides, 2s. 6d. net each ; three-quarter 
vellum. 55. net each. 
Volumes now in course of publication: 

35. Wine, Women, and Song: 
AlediMval Latin Students* bongs. Trans- 
lated Into English, with an Introduction, 
by John Addinoton Svmonds. 

86, 87. George Pettie's Petite Pal- 
Jaoe of Fettle his Pleasure. 
Ediitd by Prof. 1 GOLLAXCZ. 2 vols. 

38. Walpole*s Castle of Otranto. 
iiy Sir Walter Scott. With Intro- 
duction and Preface by Miss Spurgkon. 

89. The Poets Royal of Bntfland 
and Sootland. Original Poems bv 
Kings and other Noble Persons. Edltec 
by W. Bailey Kemplixo, 

40. Sir Thomas More's 0topla. 

Eri.icd by Kobert Stkkle, F.S.A, 

41. Chauoer*s Lei^end of Good 
Women. In Modem Etiglisk, with 
Notes and Introduction by Professor 
W. W. Skeat. 

12. 8wlft*s Battle of the Books. 

Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by 
A. GUTHKELCH. 

«a. Sir William Temple upon the 
Gardens of Bplcarus. with 
other 17th Century Garden 
ISssays. Edited, with Notes and Intro- 
duction, by A. Forbes Sieveking,F.S.A. 

95. The Song of Roland. Translated 
from the old French by Mrs.CROSLAKD. 
With Introduction by Prof. Brandin. 

«6. Dante's ITlta Muova. The 
Italian text, with Dante G. Rossktti's 
translation on opposite page. With Intro- 
duction and Notes by Prof. H. Oelsner 

17. Chaucer's Prologue and 
Minor Poems. In modern English. 
with Notes bv Prof. W. W. Skeat. 

W. Chaucer's Parliament of 
Birds and House of Fame. In 
X, c. Jt* modern Ena^ish, with Notes and Intro- 
jj^or'nction by Prof. W. W. Skeat. 

'^- -TSfe*' 0«ik«M*« Cranford. With 
Demy »Jr...VviV°" ^^ ^- BRimley Fohnson. 



KINO'S Cl.kSS\^S— continued. 

60. Pearl. An English Poem of the 
Fouitcenth Century. Edited, with a 
Modern Rendering and an Introduction, 
by Professor I. GoLLAXCZ, [Prr/ur; -g 

61, 82. King's XiOtters. Volumes 1 1 1. 
and IV. Newiv edited from the ongina i 
by Robert Steele, F.S. a. IPrepan « < 

63. The English Covrespondence 
Of Saint Bonlfkoe. Trsmslated aiiu 
edited. with an I ntroductory Sketch 01 ih: 
Life of SI. Bcniface. by Edw. Kylie.M..\. 

66. The Cavalier to lila iiady : 
Seventeenth Century Love i.ong'i. 
Edited by F. Sidgwick. 

67. Asser's Zilfe of Kintf JUflnd. 
Edited by L. C. Jane, Mjl. 

58. Translations from tlM Ice- 
landic. By Rev. W. C. GREEN. M.A. 

59. The Rule of St. Benedict. 
Translated by Rt. Rev. ABBOT Gasqi et. 

60. Daniel's * Delia ' and Drayton's 
*ldea.' Edited by Arukdkll Esdaii-K 

61. The Book of the Duke of 
True Lovers. By CHRisxiKK de 
PlSAN. Translated, with Notes siid 
Introduction, by A: ice Kbmp-Welch. 

68. Of the Tumbler of Our JLady, 
and other Miracles. Translate! 
from the Middle French MSS., with 
Notv-s, by Alice Kemp-Welch. 

63. The Chatelaine of Yergl. A 
Romance of the Court, translated from 
the Middle French, by Alicb Kksip- 
Welch, with Introduction by L. 
BR.ANDIN. Ph.D., and with the original 
Text, Edition Raynaud. 
Earlier Volumes in the Series are-^ \ 

1. The Love of Books (The PhiJobfblon). 

2. •Six Dramas of Calderoa (PittGerald's ' 

TrRfislationl (Double voS.j 
8. Chronicle of Jocelin of Brakelond. 

4. The Life of Sir Thomas More. 

5. Eikon Ba!*ilike. 
a KingB* Letters : Alfred to the cominv of 

the Tudora. 

7. Kinds' Letters : From the Tadors to the 

Love Letters of Henry vriL 

8. Chaucer's Knigufs Tale (Prof. Skkat). 

9. Ohancer'sMan of Lnw'aTale (Prof.SKBAT). 

10. Chaucer's Prioress's Tale (Prof. Brbat>. 

11. The Uoniance of Puike Fitzwarine. 

12. The Story of Cupid and Pi^vche. 

13. Bvelyn's Life of Mnrgaret Godulphin. 

14. Early Li ves of Dante. 

15. The FalBtalf Letters. 

16 PoloDiua. By Edwabd FiTzexKALO. 

17. MedljBval Lore. 

18. Vision of Pier* Plowman (Prof. SkkatX 

19. The Gulls Hornbook. ^ 

50. »The Nun's Rule. (Double rol.). < 

51. Memoirs of •Rol»ert(}ary. Earl of M(mmonth. 

52. Early Lives of Charlemasrne. 

sa Cicero's * FriendshiiV ' Old Age,* and 

•Scipfo'a Dream.' 
»4 »Word8worth'8 Prelnde. (Double rol.) 
35. T tie Defence of Guenevere. 
S6, 27. Browning's Men and Women, 
sa Poe'a Poems. 
29. Shakespeare's Sonnets, 
sa George Eliot's Silas Mamer. 
81. Goldsmith's Vicar of WakeOeld. 
S2. Charles Reade's Peg Woffington. 
88. The Household of Sir Thdmas More. 
84. Sappho : 100 Lyrics. By Bliss Caritav. 
• Numbers s, 9% and 24 are Double Volumes 
and Double Price. 
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KINQ'5 LIBRARY FOLIOS. 
The Mirroup of Yertue in World- 
ly Greatnoa, or The litfe of Sir 
Thomas More, Knltfht. By his 

son-in-law, William Kopkr. los. Od. 
net. (Not sold apart from sets.) 

Blkon Batllike,the Portraioture 
of His Saored Majestle In his 
Solitudes and Suiferingfl. 
Edited by E. Almack, F.S A. £i is net. 

Shakespeare's Ovid, being 
Arthur Goldlng's Translation 
of the Metamorphoses. Kdiied 
by W. H. D. Rouse. £i us. 6d. net. 

The Percy Folio of Old SnglSsh 
Ballads and Romances. i2:ciited 
by the General Editor. In four 
volumes at £4 45. net the set. 



KINO'S LIBRARY QUART05. 

The JLIchemist. By Ben Jonson. 
Edited by H. C. HART. Ss. net ; Japan- 
ese vellum, £1 IS. net. 

The Gull's Hornbook. By Thomas 
DSKKBR. Edited by K. B. McKbrrow. 
SS, net ; Japanese vellum, 105. 6d. net. 

The Beggar's Opera. By John Gay. 
Edited by Hamilto.v MacLeod. 5;. 
net ; Japanese vellum. 10^. 6d. net. 



KISCH (MARTIN S.).— Letters 
andSketchesfromNorthernNifferia. 

With numerous Illustrations. Demy 
8vo, cloth. 6s. net 



KNIQHT (WILLIAM and 
BDWARD).— The Patient's Vade 
Mecum : How to Qet Most Benefit 
from lApiHcal Advice. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, IS. ... 



LAMB'S (CHARLE5) Complete 

Works in Prose and Verse, including 
• Poetry for Children ' and ' Prince Dorus.' 
Edited by R. H. Shepherd. With 2 
Portraits and Facsimile of the ' Essay on 
Roast Pig.* Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. td. 
The Bsaays of Ella. (Both Series.) 
Fine Paper Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, jilll 
top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 7,s. net. 



LAMBERT (GEORGE). — The 
President of Boravla. Cr. Svo, cl. 3.V. 6rf. 



LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM). 
—The Thousand and One Nights, 

commonly called in England The 
Arabian Nights* Entertain- 
ments. Illustrated by W. Harvey. 
With Preface by STANLEY Lane-Poole. 
3 Vols., demy Svo, cloth. $s. net each. 



t f LASi 
tl 

D 



LASAR (CHARLES A.).— Prac- 
tical Hints for Art Students: 

Drawing, Comoositlon, Colour. With 
Illustra tions. Post 8v o. cloth 35. Gd. net. 

LA:uRIST01JN~IPETER). — The 

Painted MountnJn. Cr. Svo. cloth, 6*. 



LEES (DOROTHY N.).— Tuscan 
Feasts and Tuscan Friends. With 
x2 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cl., 5J. net. 
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LEHMANN (R. C). — Harry 
Fludyer at Cambridge, and Conver- 
sational Hints for Yonns: Shooters. 

Crown Svo, i*. ; cloth, is. td. 



CEIGH (HENRY S.).-Carol5 of 

Cockayne. Fcap. Svo, buckram. 5^. 



LEITH (MRS. DISNEY).— The 

Children of the Chapel. Including 
a Morality Play, The Filgrlmare of 
Pleasure, by A. C. Swinburne. 

Crown Svo, cloth, ts. net. 



LELAND (C. Q.).— A Manual of 

Mending and Repairing. With Dia- 

grams. Crown Svo. cloth, $s. 



LEPELLETIER (EDMOND).— 

Madame Sans-QAne. Translated by 
John de Viluers. Post Svo. cloth, 
3*. (yd. ; illustrated boards, 2*. ; Popular 
Edition, medium Svo, td. 



LEYS (JOHN K.).-The Llnd- 

says. Post Svo, illust. bds.. zs. 



LILBURN (ADAM).— A Tragedy 

in Marble. Crown Svo. cloth. 3^. td. 



LINDSAY (HARRY), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. td. each. 
Rh oda Robe rts. | T he Ja cobite . 

LINTON ( E. LYNN), W orks byi 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. td. each ; post Svo, Illus- 
trated boards, 2;. each. 

Patricia Kemball. J lone. 

The JLtonement of ^am Dundas. 

The World Well Lost. 12 Iliusts. 

The One Too Many. 

Under which Lord ? With 12 Iliusts. 

* My JLove.' | Sowing the Wind. 

Paston Carew. I Dulde llverton¥ 

With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family. 

An Octave of Friends. Crcwn Svo, 

cloth. 35. td. 
Patricia Kemball. Popular Edi- 

TiON. medium Svo. td. 



LITTLE (MAUDE), Novel* by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, ts. each. 
JLt the Sign of the Burning Bush. 
A Woman on the Threshold. 
The Children's Bread. 



LLOYD (Theodosia).— Innocence 
in the Wilderness* Crowu Svo, cloth, 
ts. 



LONDON CLUBS: Their Hla- 

.j^and Treasures. By Ralph 

Nevill. With Coloured Frontispiece 
and S Plates. Demy Svo, clotn, 'js. td. net. 



LORIMER (NORMA).— The 

Pagan Woman. Cr. Svo, cloth, 35. td. , 

LUCAS (ALICE). V Taln>- ^ 
Legends, Hymns, and ParjKf 

Post Svo, half-parchment, ■» ^^ 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISr^ERS, 



LUCAS (E. v.). Books by. 
JUuM's T«rrlbl« Good Mature, and 

other Stories for Children. With 12 
Illustrations by A. H. Bucki^xd. and 
CoiDUDed End -Papers and Cover by 
F. D. Bedford. Crown 8yo, cloth, 6s. 

M, Book of Yenea tor Children. 
With Coloured Tille-pagc. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, (ix. 

Throe Hundred Games and Pas- 
tlmea. By E. V. Lucas and Elizabeth 
Lucas. Pott 410, cloth, dt. net. 

Tlie Flamp, and other Stories. 
Rbvai i6mo, cloth, it. net. 



McCarthy iJts-]s^\Hy^Hti'nued, 

Crown 8vo, clotHV-li:^35.<)(<.eacJ) ; post 8»o. p:ct 
boards, 7s. eac^^u^ ; cloth limp, 25. f*i. each 

The Waterdal^ Mslghbours. 



LUCY (HENRY W.). -Gideon 

Pleyc«. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6rf. ; post 
8vo. illustrated boards. 2s. 



LYRE D' AMOUR (La). -An An - 
thoioffv of French Love Poems. 

Selected, with Introduction and Notes, 
by C. B. Lewis. With Photogravure 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth. 55. net. 



MACAULAY (LORD).— The His- 
tory of Bng^land. Large Type. Fine 
Pafbr Edition, in 5 vols, pott 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2s. bet per vol ; leather, 
gilt edues, 3*. net per vol. 



McCarthy (JUSTIN), Booksby. 
The Reltfn off Queen Anne. Two 

Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 24;. 
M. History off the Four Geortfes 
and or William the Fourth. 

Four Vols., demy 8vo. cloth. 12s each. 
M. History off Our Onm Times 

from the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of 1880. Library 
Edition. Four Vols., demy Svo. cloth, 
11*. each.— Also the Popular Edition, 
in Four Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 65, each. 
—And the Jubilee Edition, with an 
Appendix of Events to the end of 1886, 
in 2 Vols., large post Svo. cloth, in<. 
M. History off Our Own Times, 

Vol. v., from 1880 to the Diamond Jubilee 

Demy Svo. cloth, i is. ; crown 8vo. cloth 6^. 

M, History off Our Own Times, 

Vote. VI. and VII., from iStjy to Accession 
of Edward VII. 2 Vols., demy 8vo, clolli, 
245.; crown 8vo. cloth. 6s. tach. 

' A Short History off Our Own 

Times, from the Accession of Queen 
Victoria to the Accession of Kin^ 
Edward VII. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt 
top, 6j. : also the Popular Edition, 
post Svo. cl., ax. 6d. net : and the Cheap 
Edition (to the veanSSo). med. Svo, 6rf. 
Ouf Book of Memories. By Justin 
McCarthy and Mrs. Campbell Praed. 
With Portraits and Views. Demy 8vo, 
cloth, I2s . 6d. net. 

Fine Paper Editions. 
Pott Svo, clQith, gilt top, zr.net per voL; 
leather, gilt edges, 3*. net per vol. 
1^ c_ The Reitfn off Queen Anne< in x Vol. 
J^'^ Historyoff the Four Georges 
xt".* nT^Tpd off William lY., in 1 vols. 
Demy vJfhtory off Our Own Times from 
' ■ •*' v^n of Q. Victoria to 190X, in 4 Vols. 



. I Z^stnley Roohfford. 



My_Bnemy*s DatAu^ter. 
AlPalr Saxon. | Z^ley R 
DearLady Disdain. j\Tne Dictator. 
Miss Misanthrope, ^ith 12 Uiusts 
Donna Quixote. With 1:3 Illustrations. 
The Comet off a Season. 
Maid off Athens. With 12 IllustraUons. 
Camlola. 

Red Dia monds, j The R iddl#.Rlnl 
Crown Svo. cloth, $s. (>d. each. 

The Three Disgraces. | Mononia. 

Julian R oYelstone. 

*The Right HonouraUe.* Byjusris 

McCarthy and Mrs. Campbkix Pkacd. 

Crown Svo. cloth, fis. 



McCarthy (J. H.), works by. 

The French Revolution. (Consu- 

luent Assembly. 178^91.) Four Vols.. 

demy Svo, cloth, Z2x« each. 
An Outline off the .BUetory of 

Ireland. Crowa Svo, is, ; cloth, isM. 
Hafiz in London. 8vo, ^id ciot^. 3^ ^^'• 
Our Sensation NoveL Crown 8vu, 

\s. : cloth. 15. td. 
Doom: An Atlantic Episode. Crowd Svo. \s. 
Lily Lass. Crown Svo. 15. ; doth, 15. ^^ 
A London Legend.. Cr.gvo,cteth, 3^. ^' 



MACDONALD (Dr. QEORQE). 

Books by. 
Works of^Fanoy and Imagination 

Ten Vols., r6mo, cloth, gilt, in case. 2U.. 
or separately^ Qrolier cloth, %a. 6d. each. 
Also In i6mo, cloth, gilt top, sjr.* net per 
Vol. ; leather, gilt top, 3*. net per Vol. 
Vol. I. Within and Withqut— tbe 
Hidden Lifb. 
„ 11. Thb Disciplb — Tmc Gospr. 
Wo&isN— book of Sojjnets- 
Organ Songs. 
„ III. Violin Sonos^-^nos of th? 
Days and Nights— A Booij 

OFDRBAMS^ROADStDK POEm\ 

—Poems for Children. 
„ IV. Par ABLES— Ballads — ScoTCi I 

„ V. & VI. PHANTASIES. tSONCS. 

„ vn. THE Portent. ^ 

„ VI I L The Light Princess *- Thii 

Giant's Heart— Shadows. 
„ IX. Cross Purposes— Golden KvA 

CARASOYN— LITTLEDA YLIG H ill 

„ X. The Cruel Painter— The Wouf 

O'RIWEN— The CASTLE^TMfi 

.Broken Swords— The Gra\ 
Wolf— Uncle C ornelius. 

Poetloal W^orks pff George. Mac -j 
Donald, i Vols., cr.Svo, bucjcram. 125. 1 
or in the ST. MARTIK'b LIBRARY, potq 
Svo, cloth, gilt top, 24. net per voi. 
leather, gilt edges, 3*. net pervoU 

Heather and Snow. Crown Svo. doth , | 
V. 6t/. : post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Lllith. Crown Svo, cloth, ts . 

The Pocket Georgis Maol>onald: 

Passages Chosen by A. H. Hyatt. i6mo,l 
cloth g\\i,2s. net ; leather gilt, 3». net. 
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MACCOLL (HU^H).— Mr. 

Stranrer'4 Sealed Packet Cr. 8vo, 
cw.u 3t. 6d. : post 8vo. iHus boards. 2s. 



McCURDY (EDWARD).- 
Essays in Fresco. With lUustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, buckram, ji. net. 



MACDONELL ( A Q N E S ) . — 

Quaker Cousina. Post 8vo. boards. 2a. 

MACDONELL (ANNE). — In 
the Abruzzl: The Country and the 
People. With u Illustrations in Three 
Colour by AUY ATKINSON. Large crown 
8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 



MACHRAY (ROBERT), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3s. td. each. 
A Blow over the Heart. 
The Private Detective. 
Sentence d to Death, 
The Mystery of I^lncoln's Inn. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. td. : Cheap 

Edition, picture cover, is, net. 
Her Honour. Crown 8vo. cloth, 35. td. ; 

Chbap Edition, cloth, is. net. 
The Woman Igine. Cr. svo. cloth, 6^. 



MACKAY (Dr. CH AS.). -Inter 
ludeaand Undertones. Cr.Svo,cloth.65. 



MACKAY (WILLIAM). - A 

Mender of Nets. Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. 



MACLISE PortraitQallery (The) 
of Illustrious Literary Characters : 
88 Portraits by Daniel Macusb; 
with Memoirs by William Bates, B.A. 
Crown Svo, cloth. 3*. td. 



MARKINO (Yoshio), Book^ by. 
A Japanese Artist in I^ondon. 

With 8 Iliusts. in Three Colours and 4 in 
Monochrome. Cr. 8vo, cloth, ts, net. 

The Charm of London. Passages 
selected by A, H. Hyatt. With la Illus- 
trations in Colour by YosHiO Marking. 
Crown Svo, cloth gilt, 5^. net ; velvet 
calf, ^s. td. net. 

Oxford from Within. By Hugh db 
S^LINCOURT. With a Note and 12 Illus- 
trations n Three Colours ahd 8 in Sepia 
by Yoshio Marking. Demy 8vo, cloth 
^s. td. net. ; parchment, 151. net. 

Large fcap. 4to, cloth, 70s. net each ; LarGB 

Paper Copies, parchment, 42^. net each. 

The Colour of London. By W. J. 
LoisriK, F.S.A. With Introduction by 
M. H. Spielmann, Preface and Illus- 
trations in Three Colours and Sepia by 
Yoshio Marking. 

The Colour of Paris. By MM. Les 
ACADfeMiciENS Go.vcouRT. With Intro- 
duction by L. B^N^DITB, Preface and 
Illustrations in Three Colours and Sepia 
by Yoshio Marking^ - 

The Colour of Rome. By Olavr M. 
Potter. With Introduction by Doug- 
las Sladen, Preface and Illustrations 
in Three Colours and Sepia by YoSHlO 
Marking. 



MARLOWE'S Works, including 

his Translations. Edited with Notes by 
Col. Cunningham . Cr. Svo, doth, zs. td. 



MAQIC LANTERN, The, and its 

Management. By T. C. Hepworth. 
With 10 Iliusts. Cr. Svo, is. ; cloth, is. td . 

MAGNA CHARTA: A Facsimile of 

the Original, 3 ft. by 2 ft., with Arms and 
^ Seals emblazoned i n Gold and Colours, 5.T. 



\MALLOCK (W. H.), Works by. 

/ Th« Mew Republic. Post Svo, cloth, 

I ; 3^. 6<^. ; Illustrated boards. 2^. ; Large 

t Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott Svo. 

I cloth, gilt top, sts. net ; leather, gilt edges, 

i 3J.net . "." , 

Ef Poems. Small 4to, parchment, 8i. 
' Is Life Worth Living? Crown Svo, 
buckram, ts. 



MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).— 
Mort d' Arthur, Selections from, edited 
by B. M. Ranking. Post Svo. cloth, aj. 



MARQUERITTB (PAUL and 

VICTOR), Novels by. 
The Disaster. Translated by F. Lees. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 6*/. 
Vanity. Translated by K. S, WEST. With 

Portrait Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth, 

3x. td. ; Cheap Edition, cloth, is. net. 
The Commune. Translated by F. Lees 

and R. c.DouGus. Cr. Ivo, cloth, ts. 



MAR5H (RICHARD).-. A 

Spoiler of Men. Cr. Svo, cloth, %s. td. ; 
Popular Edition, medium Svo, td. 



MA5TER OF GAME (tHE)r' 
The Oldest Enffllsh Book on 
Huatln£. By Edward, Second Duke 
of York. Edited by W, A. and F. 
Baillie-Grohman. with Introduction 
by Theodore Roosevelt, Photogravure 
Frontis, and 23 lUustns. Large cr. Svo. 
cl., 7^. td. net ; parchment, loj. td. net. 



MA5SINQER*5 Plays. From the 
Text of William Giffgrd. Edited by 
Col. Cunnin6ham. Cr. Svo, cloth, 35. td. 



MASTERMAN (J.) .—Half - a - 

dozen Daughters. Post Svo, bds.. 25. 

MATTHEWS (BRANDEtQ.-A 

Secret of the Sea. Post Svo, iUa 
trated boards, 2s. 



MAX O'RBLL, Books by. 

Cri^wn 8vi>^ cloUv '^.t. dd. each. 
Rei- Royal HLf£h>ies« Woman. 
Between Oui'Sfjlveii. 
Rambtcs Iti Itfomanland^ 

MKOICI (LivesoftheEARLt* 

toM in Ihelr Letters. By|Afii|72 
V^'ith IlliiflJraUqm and faciijp**'*'^ 
8vu, iljtlL \Qt frJ, n^tn ^ A 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



MEADB (L, T.), Novels by. 

A BoldlttP of Fortuiia. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3i. bd. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s, 

Crown 8vo. cloth, ^.r. td. each. 
Tha Yolo* of th« Charmer. 
In an Iron Grip. I The Siren* 
Dr. Rumsey** Patient. 
On the Brink of a Chaem. 
The Way of a Woman. 
JL Ben of lehmael. 
An Adventuress. 1 Rosebnry. 
The Blue Diamond. 
A Stumble by the W^ay. 
This Troublesome World. 



MEDIBVAL LIBRARY (The 

New). Small crown 8vo. pure rag 
paper, boards. 5$. net per voL ; pigskin 
with clasps, ys- 6d. net per vol. 

1. The Book of the Duke of True 
ItOVers. Translated from the Middle 
French of Chkistine dk Pisan. with 
Notes by Alice Kemp-Welch. Wood- 
cut Title and 6 Photonravures. 

2. Of the Tumbler of our X«ady, 
and other Miracles. Translated 
from the Middle Fiench of Gautikr de 
CoiNcr, &c.. with Notes by Alice Kemp- 
Welch. Woodcut and 7 Photogravures. 

8. The Chatelaine of Tergl. Trans- 
lated from the Middle French by Alice 
Kemp- Welch, with the original Text, 
and an Introduction by Dr. L. Brakdin. 
Woodcut Title and S Photogravures. 

i. The Babees' Book. Edited, with 
Notes, by Kdith 1<ickert. Woodcut 
Title and 6 Photogravures. 

5 The Book of the Divine Con 
■olatlon Qf^-CNilht Antfela da 

Follgpi©r'T^ranslated by MARY G. 

Ste^:0MaN!*. Woodcut Title and IllusLs. 
^. The liSgend of the Holy Flna, 
^^"Utrgin of Santo Gemlnlano. 

Translated bv M. Ma>sfield. Woodcut 
Title and 6 Photogravures. 

7« Barly Bngllsh Romances of 
IiOVe. Edited in Modern Englibh by 
Edith Rickert. s Photogravures. 

A Barly Bngllsh Romances of 
Friendship. Edited, with Notes, by 
Edith Rickert. 6 Photogravures. 

B. The CeU of Self-Knowledge. 
Seven Early Mystical Treatises printed in 
1851. Edited, with Introduction and 
Notes, by Edmund Gardner. M.A. 
Collotype Frontispiece in tw > colours, 

10. Ancient Bngllsh Christmas 
Carols, 1400-1700. Collected and 
arrangetl by Edith Rickert. With 8 
Photogravures. Special price of this 
volume, boards, 7.5. 6rf. net ; pigskin 
with c'asns mx. 6d. net. 

11. Trobador Poets : Selections. Trans- 
lated from the Provencal, with Intro- 
duction and Notes, by Barbara 
Smythb. With Coloured Frontispiece 

c^nil Decorative Initials. 

•^^^es : A Romance. Translated, with 
r^i'-*%**> ^Mcal Introduction by L. J. Gardi- 
^^•'•n^Sn .A.Lond., from the Old French 0/ 
Vimy'XT^p^^ - - - 



MB LB A: A Blos:raphy. Bv 

Agnes M. Murphy. With Chapters by 

IklADAUE MELBA on THE ART OP SING- 
ING and on The Selection of Music as 
A Profession. Portraits. Views, and Fac 
similes. Deroy 8vo, cloth. i6s, net. 



MERRICK (HOPE). — When a 

Oh-rs Engaged. Cr. 8vo. cloth. 35. "m 

MERRICK (LEONARD), by. 
The Man vho vraa Ckx>d. Crovm 

8vo, cl., 3 5. 6d. : post 8vo , Must, bds., :;. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
Cynthla._ l_Thls Stag e of F ool»^ 

METHVEN (PAUL). Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6«. each. 

Influences. I Billy, 

MERWIN (HENRY CHARLES 
The Life of Bret Harte : Includ u 

some Account of the Califorr.-:- 
Pioneers. With Photogravorc Portr^: 
and 10 Plates. Demytvo. cl., 105. 6 J. mt 



MEYNELL (ALICE).~The 
Flower of the Mind: a Choice 
among the Best Poems. In wm 

cl oth. Rilt, 2.?. net ; leathe r, 35. net. 

MlNTO (WM.).— Was"SheTjood 

or Bad? Crown 8vo. cloth, is. 6rf. 



MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels b}' 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.5. 6d. eacli. 
The Iione Star Rush. WlthS lliuss. 
The Belf orts of Culben , 
Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat backs, ax. eacli. 
Plotters of Paris. 
The Temple of Death. 
Towards the Eternal Snovrs. 
Only a Nigger. Cruwn 8vo, cirtu 
%K.6d.: Chkap RniTioN cloth. \s. nc? 



MITFORU (BERTRAM), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth. 35. 6d. each. 
Renshaw Fannlng*s Quest. 
Triumph of Hilary Blaohland. 1 
Havlland's Chum. I 

Harley O reenoak's Ch arge, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. 6d, each ; picture cloth 
flat back, 2.1. each. ^^ 

The Luck of Gerard Rldgeley. 
The Ki ng*s Assegai. With 6 Iiiusts. 
The Oun-Runner. Cr. Svo, cl., 3*. 6*^. ; . 

Chea p Editio n, mediu m 8vo.. 6d. 'i 



MOLESWORTH (Mrs.). — 
Hathercourt Rectorv. Crown 8vo, 
cK)th. 3.9. 6d. ; post Svo. illust. boards. 2^ 

MONCRIEFFCW. D. SCOTT-). ~j 
The Abdication: A Drama. With 7I 

Rtchings. Imperial 4(0. buckram. 21s. 



MORROW (W. C.).— Bohemian 
Paris of To- Day. With ic6 lUusts.by 
EdouardCucuel. Small demy 8vo,cl..6,c. 



MORTE d' ARTHUR. By Alfred 

Lord Tennyson. Illuminated In Geicl 
and Colours by Alberto Sangorsm. 
Fcap. 4to, J-ip. vellum, 6s. net; parch- 
ment with silk lies, %s. 6d. QCt. 
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LOZART'S OPERAS: a Critical 

study. By Edward J. Dent. With 
Portraits and Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 
cloth, i2s.6d.net. 



lUDDOCK (J. E.). Stories by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. 6d. each. 
Basile the Jester. 
The Golden Idol. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Dead Man's Secret. 
From the Bosoni of th e Deep. 
Stories Weird and Wonderfal. 

Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2j. ; cloth, 24. 6d. 
Maid Marian and Robin Hood. 

With 12 Illus. by Stanley L. Wood. Cr. 

8vo. cloth; 3.y. 6d. ; picture cl. flat back. 2s. 



lURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. 

each : post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
A Life's Atonement. 
Joseph's Coat. With 12 Illustrations. 
Coals of Fire. Witli 3 IIIostraMons. 
Val Strange. > A Wasted Crime. 
A Capful o' Mails. I Hearts* 
The Way of the World. 
Mount Despair. | A Model Father. 
Old BlazerNi Hero. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Blntfular. 
Bob Martin's Little GlrL 
rime's Revenges. 
i^ynlc Fo rtune. \ In D irest Peril. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. td. each. 
This Little World. 
11 Race for Millions. 
The Church of Humanity. 
Tales in Prose and Verse. 
Despair's Last Journey. 
i^.C: A Chronicle of Castle Barfield. 
ITerona's Father.^ 
lis Ovm Ghost. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

-^s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
oseph's Coat. Popular Edition. 6d . 

[IjRRAY (D. CHRISTIE) and 

r HENRY HERMAN. Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. Od. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards. 2^. each. 
>ne Traveller Returns. 
?he Bishops' Bible. 
>aul Jones's Alias. With Illustrations 
' bv A. Forrstikr an<l G. Ntcot.kt. 



pVILL (RALPH), Books by. 

iiondon Clubs: their History and 
Treasures. With 9 Plates (one Col- 
oured). Demy 8vo, cloth, js. 6d. net, 

'he Man of Pleasure. With 28 
illustrations, Coloured and plain. Demy 
8vo, cloth. I2s. 6d. net. 



iWBOLT (HENRY). — Taken 

from the Baemy. With S Illustrations 
in Colour by Gerald Leakr. Crown 
8vo. cloth, 3». 6d. net ; or fcap. 8vo, 
with out Illustrations, paper cover, is. 

EWTE (H. W. C.).— Pansy 

Mearef . Crown 8vo, ci«tb, 65. 



NISBET (HUME), Books by. 

• Bail Up I* Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 

post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s.; 

Popular Edition, medium 8vo, 6rf. 
Dr. Bernard St. Yinoent. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. 



NORDAU (MAX).— Morganatic. 

Trans, by Elizabeth Lee. Cr. 8vo. cl. 6s. 



OHNET (GEORGES), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2^. each. 
Dr. Ram eau. | A L ast Love. 

A Weird Gift. Cro wu 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. 
post 8vo, illustrated boards 2.5. 
Crown 8vo, rloth, 3^. 6d, each. 
The Path of Glory. 
Love's Depths. 
The Money-maker. 
The W^oman of Mystery. 
The Conqueress. 



OUIDA, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. each. 



A Dotf of Flanders. 
Ceoil Castlemaine's 

Ga^e. 
Princess Napraxine. 
Held in Bondage. 
Under Two Flags. 
Folle-Farine. 
Two Wooden Shoes. 
A Village Commune. 
In a Winter City. 
Santa Barbara. 
In Maremma. 
Strathmore. 
Pipistrello. 
Two Offenders. 
Syrlin. 



Tricotrin. 

Rufflno. 

Othmar. 

Frescoes. 

Wanda. 

Ariadne. 

Pascarel. 

Chandos. 

Moths. 

Puck. 

Idalia. 

Bimbi. 

Signa. 

Friendship, 

Gsilderoy. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
A Rainy June, i The Massarenes. 

The Waters_of_Bdera. 
Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 25. each. 
Syrlin. I The W^ater s of Bdera. 
Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6<f. each. 
Under Two Flags. Moths. 
Held in Bondage. EHCk. 

Strathmore. Tricotrin. 

The Massarenes. Chandos. 

Friendship. Ariadne. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. 
Idalia. I Othmar. i Pascarel. 
A Village Commune. (Crown 8vo.) 
FoUe-Farl ne. | Princes s Napraxine 
Two Little Wooden Shoes. Large 
l^YPE Edition. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, is, net, 
Rufflno. Cheap Edition. Crown 8to, 

cloth, I*, net; 

Demy 8vo, cloth, .v. net each. 
A Dog of Flanders, The NUm- 
berg Stove, fto. With 8 Illustrations 
in Colour by Maria L. Kirk. 
Bimbi: Stories for Children. With 8 
Illustratio ns in Colour by M aria L. KiRK. 
Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected 
from the Works of Ouida by F. SVd;_ 
Morris. Pott.Svo, cloth, gUi {op.jOAt% 
leather, gilt edges, 35. net, 
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NORRIS (W. B.}> Novels by. 

crown 8vo, cloth, 34. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 

illastrated boards, 2s. each. 
•alnt An n's. 1 Billy B«U«w. 
Hits Wentworth'B Idea. Crown 8vo, 

cloth. 3j. 6d. 



OLIPHANT (Mrs.), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each. 
The Primrose Path, 
The Orea teet H eiress In England 
Whltelad'les. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 12 

Illustrations. 3*. 6d. ; post 8vo, bds., is. 
The Sorceress. Crown Svo.cloth.s^ 6d. 



05B0URNE (LLOYD), Stories 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 35. 6ci. each. 
The M otormanlaoa 
Tnree Speeds Forward, with Iilusts. 



O'SHAUGHNESSY (ARTHUR) 
Music A Moonlight. Fcp. 8vu ci.. 7s.6d. 

PAGE (THOMAS NELSON).- 

5an1a Clsus's Partner. With 8 
Coloured Illustrations by Olga MORGAN, 
and Cover Design by F. D. Bedford. 
Cro vn 8vo, cloth. 35. 6d. net. 



PAIN (BARRY).— Eliza's Hus- 
band. Fcap.. 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6rf. 

PANDURANQ HARl; or, 
Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface 
by Sir Bartlb Frsre. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, is. . .. , . 



PARIS SALON, The Illustrated 

Catalogue of the. With about 300 ill us- 
trations. Published annually. Dy.Svo. 3.9. 



PAUL(MARaARETA.).--Gentle 

and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. ; 
post 8vo , illu strate d boar ds. 2^. 

-PJkXN (JAMES), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 35. td. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards. 7s. each. 
Jbost sir Massintfberd. 
The ClyfTards of Clyffe. 
JL County Family. 
Iioss Black than We're Painted. 

a' Proxy. I For Cash Only, 

ffh Spirits. I Sunny Stories. 
A Coandentlal Agent. 
A Qrape from a Thorn. la lUasts. 
The Family Scapegrace. 
Holiday Tasks. J At Her Mercy. 
The Talk of the Tovm. 12 lllusts. 
The Mystery of Mlrbrldge. 
The Word and the Will. 
The Burnt Million. 
A Trying Patient. 
Gwendoline's Harvest. 

Post Svo, Illustrated boards, as. each. 
Humorous Stories. | From BxUe. 
The Foster Brothers. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Bentlnok's Tutor. 
Walter's Word. 1 Fallen Fortunes. 
^ A Perfect Treasure, 
ike Father, Like Son. 
Toman's Vengeance. 
Yon's Year. { Ceoll'i Tryst. 
'*i Master. 



Post 8vo, lluHtratt d boards, ai. each. 
!Boma Private Views, 
^ound Dead. i Mirk Abbey. 

Marine Residence. 

le Canon's Ward. 
Not Wooed, But Won. 
Two Hundred Pounds Baivard* 
The Best of Husbands. 
Halves. I What He Cost Her. 
Kit : A Memory. 1 Under One RooC 
Glow- Worm Tales. 
A Prince of the Bloo d. 

A. Modern Dick Whittlngton. 

Crown 8yo. cloth, with Portrait oi Author, 
Zs.td.; picture cloth.' flat back, is. 

Notes from the ' News.' Crown Svo, 

cloth. I*. (jtL ■_^__ 

Popular Editions, medium 8to, W, each. 

Lost Sir Masslngberd. 

Walter's Word. \ By Proxy. 



PAYNE (WILL). — Jerry the 

Dreamer. Crown Svo, cloth, 3j. bd. 



PENNELL - ELMHIRST (Cap- 
tain B«).— The Best of the Fun. 

With 8 Coloured Illustrations and 48 
others. Medium Svo. cloth, ts, .net 



PENNY (F. E.), Novels by. 

down 8vo, cloth. 35. dd. each. 
The Sanyasi. I TheTea-Planter. 
Caste and Greed. I Inevitable Lav. 
Diiys. - 
■ Crown Svo, cinth, 65. each. - 
The Onlucky Mark, i Bacriflo«. 
Dark Corners. | Th« Rejali. 
The Malabar Magleian^ 

The Outcaete. 

Popular Ediiions. mrfdium 8vo.6i!f. eirh. 
TheTea-Planter. | Caste and Creed 



PERRIN (ALICE), Noyels \iy^ 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. eaqh. 
A Free Solitude, l Vast oY Buel. 
The Waters of l^efltrooUon. 
Red Records. & 

The Stron ger Claim. \ 

Popular Editions, medium Svo, <W. eacli 
The Stronger Claim. i> 

Tne Wat ers of Destra ctien. I 
Idolatry. Crown Svo, cloth, 6;. ; PoPUi.*^ 
Edition, cloth, a*, net. 



PETIT HOMME ROUQB (L' 

Hooks bv. Demy 8vo, cl., 7j. 6rf, net ea * 
The Favourites or Henry 

Navarre. With Six Portraits. 
The Favonrites of Loaia AI 

With 4 P ortraits. 
The Court of- the TnilAriae, ia_, 
1870. With a Frontispiece. Demy bu 
cloth. 5.T. net. 

PETRARCH'S SECRET ; 

The Soul's CoBfllct with Pessio 

Three Dialogues. Translated from m 
Latin by W. H. Draper. With 2 Iliif 
trations. Crown Svo. cloth, 6j. net. 



PHELP5 (E. S.).— Jack tli 

FUberouiQ, Crown Svo, cloti), is, fi 
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PHIL MAY'S Sketch-Book : 54 

Cartoons. Crown folio, cloth, af. (id. 



PHIPSON (Dr. T. L.).- Famous 

Violin ftts and Pine VIolInf . Crown 
8vo, cloth.- 55. 



PICKTHALL (MARMADUKE). 
LArkmeadow : A Novel of the Country 
Districts. Crown J^vo. cloth, 6.?. 



PLANCHlg (J. R.>. —Songs and 

Poems. Crown 8vo. cUxh. ts. 



PLAYS OF OUR FORE- 
PATHBRS» and some of the Tradi- 
tions upon which they were founded. 
By C..M. Gayley, LL.D. Wiih numerous 
illustrations. Royal 8vo. cloth. 1 25. 6d. net. 



PLUTARCH'S Lives of lllus- 
triotijr Men. With Life of Plutarch 
by J. and W. Langhornk, and Por- 
traits. Two Vols.. 8vo, half-cloth. 105. 6<i. 



POE'S (EDQAR ALLAN) Choice 
Wnrlcs: Poems, 5tories, Bssaysr 

Wiui an Intrcniuctioh by Charlks 
Baudklairb. Crown Svo, cloth, ^s. 6d. 



POLLOCK (W. H.).— The Charm, 
and Other Drawing- Room Plays. 

By Sir Walter Besa^st and Walter 
H. Pollock. With 50 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, clottt, .V. W. 



PRAED (Mrs. CAMPBELL), 

Novels by. Post Svo, illus. boards, is. ea. 
The Romaiiee of a Station. 
Th« Soul of Connteaa Adrian, 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3.t. M. each ; post Svo, 

illustrated boards. 2jt. each. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker, 
Ctarlatlna Chard. 
Mrs. Jre tfaaklss. With S Illustrations. 

Crown Svo, cloth, ts. 6d. each. 
Mulma. I Madame Isan. 
'As a Wateh In the Night.* 
|The Lost Bar! of Blla n. 
^ur Book of Memories. By Justin 
McCarthy and Mrs Campbell Praed. 
Ports, ft Views. Demv Svo, cl.,i25.6</.net. 



IRESLAND (JOHN), Dramas 

L by. Fcap. 4to, cloth. 5^. net each, 
■Mary Queen of Soots. 
SM anlB and the Dofenoe of Yenloe. 
/Masons Aurelius. 
,'(>The Delntfe, and other Poems. Cr. 

• I Svo. hand-made paper, cloth, ^s. td. net. 



.jRlCE 



(E. C). — Vaientina. 

Crown Svo. cloth. 35. td. 



DOCTOR (RICHARD A.), 
Books by. Crown Svo.cloth. 3^. td, each. 
Basy Star Itoasons. With Star Maps 
for every Ki^ht in the Year. 
^Flowers of the Sky. WUh 55 lUusts. 
jFamlllar Solenoe Studies* 
I jThe.UaiverseofBuns. 
^Saturn and Its S; 



_.^stem. With 

steel Plates. Demy Svo, cloth 6$. 

jw'afeB. and Wants of Solenoe 



I 
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orkers. Crown Svo, 11. 6d, 



PRYCE (RICHARD). —Miss 
MaxwelPs Affections. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 3f. fid, post Svo. i llus t. boards^ zs, 

RAB AND HIS FRIENDS. By 

Dr. John Brown. Square i6rao, with 
Frontispiece, cloth, is. net. 



1 



READE'S (CHARLES) Novels. 

Collected Library Edition, in Seventeen 

Volumes, crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 6rf each. 
Peg Wofflngton; and Christie 

Johnstone. 
Hard Cash. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 

With a Preface by Sir Walter Bbsant. 

* It Is Never Too Late to Mend.' 
The Course of True Love Never 

Did Run Smooth : and Single- 
heart and Doubleface. 

The Autobiography of a Thief: 
Jack of all Trades; A Hero and 
a Martyr; The Wandering Heir. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

The Double Marriage. 

Put Yourself in His Place. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

Griffith Gaunt. I AWoman-HatOr. 

Foul Play. | A Simpleton. 

The Jilt; and Good Stories of Man 
and other Animals. 

A Perilous Secret. 

Readlan a; and Blblis Ch aracters. '• 

Also in Twenty-one Volumes, post Svo, >Wu,^ 

trated boards, 2s. each. "'**'• 

PegWofflngton. | ASlmplet' 

Christie Johnstone. 

* It is Never Too Late to Men 
The Course of True Love r 

Did Run Smooth. 
Autobiography of a Thle 

ot all Trades; James Lar 
Love Me Little, Love Me *'* 

The Double Marriage. > . y ^ ^ 

The Cloister and the H«a^>;cC 
A Terrible Temptation. 
Hard Cash. I Readlana. 
Foul Play. I Griffith Gaunt« 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
The Wandering Heir. 
A W^oman-Hater. 
Slngleheartand Donblefkoot 
Good Stories of Man, &c» 
The Jilt ; and other Stories. 
A Peril ous Secret. 

Large Type. Fine Paper Editions. 

Pott Svo, doth, gilt top, 2s. net each : leather, 

gilt edges. 35. net each. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. With 

32 Illustrations by M. B. Hewerdine. 
*It is Ne ver Too Late t o Mend.' 
Popular Editions, medium Svo, td. each. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
« It is Never Too Late to Mend.' 
Foul Play. | Hard Cash. 
Peg Wofllngton; and Christie 

Johnstone. 
Griffith Gaunt. ^J* 

Put Yourself in His Place. ^^° 
A Terrible Temptation ■■ 
The Double Marriaga.XONdDAlA 
Love Me Little, l^td. 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



RBADB {C\iKkLES)-cjnlintud. 
Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 

A Perilous Secret, 

A Voman-hater. 

The Cour se ot Tme L oyt, 

The Wandering Heir. Lakgb Type 
Edition. (cap.Svo. cloth, is. net. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
With 10 Photogravure and 84 hall-lowc 
Illustrations by Matf B. Hewerdine 
Small 4to, cloth, 6s. net.— Alsu tht 
St. Martins Illustrated Edition*. 
with 20 Illustrations in 4 Colours and 
10 In Black and White by Byam Shaw, 
K.I. Demy 8vo, cloth, 12s. 6d. ; parch- 
ment, i6s. net. 



RICHARDSON iFRANK), Novels 
by. 

The Man who Iiost his Past. With 
50 Illustrations by Tom Browxe, K.l 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. ; Popular 
Edition, picture cover, is. net. 

The Bayswater Miraole. Crown 

Svo, cloth , 35. 6d. 

Crown Svo, cloth, os. each. 

The King's Counsel. 

>emi-Soolety. | Th ere an d Bach. 

RIDDELL (Mrs.), Novels by. 
A Rich Man's Daughter. Crown 

Svo, cloth. 3*. td. 
Weird Btories. Crown 8vo. cloth. 
35.6^.; p ost Svo. picture bo ards, 2<. 
— Post Svo, illustrated bo;irds, zs.each. 
PAhe Uninhabited House. 

4noe of Wales's Garden Party. 
tA Mystery in Palace Gardens, 
r Water. | Idle Tales, 
ffother's Darling. 



PAU£ 

posT. (AMELIE), Stories by. 

.p A V Sj \ ^Yo, cloth. 3i. 6d. each, 
■-^-^"^Dering. 

Love Story. 



MerHfr^V 



ROBINSON (F. W.), Novels by. 
Women are Strange. Post 8vo, 
illustrate d boards. 2s. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post 8voi 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Hands of Justice. 
The W^oman in the Dark. 



ROLFE (FR.), Novels by. 

Crown Svo. cloth, fts. each, 
Hadrian the Seventh. 
Don Tarquinio. 



ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, 

THE! List of the Principal Warriors who 
came from Normandy with William the 
Conqueror. io66. In Gold and Colours. 55. 



ROMAUNT (THE) OF THE 

R05B. With 20. Illnstralions in 
Coloured Collotype by Keith Hendbr- 
SON and Norman Wilkinson Crown 
4to, cloth, 21J. net, ' 



,SENaARTEN(A.).-A Hand- 
J^Jl9* Architectural styles. Trana- 
Afom*. w. collett-Sandars. With 
^"'2?,.! wrfi»- Cr. Svo, cloth, 5*. not. 
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ROSS (ALBERT).-A* Sugar 

Pr*'*^**-''r_5'l'?^'''il Svo. cloth. 5^. 6 .7. 

R O W S E L L (M A R Y C.).- 
Monsieur de Paris. Crown 8vo. 

cloth. 3t. 6d. 



ROYAL COLLECTIONS, Notes 

on i>lctures in the. Edited by Lionel 
CusT, M.V.Cand published bypermis- 
sion of H.M. King Georob V. With 54 
Illustrations in Photogravure, Collotype, 
and Half-tane. Roy. 4t«>, cL, i2s.6d. nei . 



RUNCIMAN (JAS.).— Skippers 

sod Shellbacks. Cr. Svo. cloth, 3^. (>J. 



RUSKIN SERIES (The). Square 

i6mo. cl., with Frontispieces, r.T. net ea. 
The King of the Qoldea River. 

liy John Ruskin. Illustrated by 

Richard Doyle. 
Buskin as a Religions Teacher. 

By F. W. Farrar, D.D. 
Bab and his Friends* By Dr. John 

Brown. 
Old Christmas. By Washington 

Irving. 
Fairy Tales from Tuioany. By I. 

M. Anderton. 



RUSSELL (W. CLARK), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each; 

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2f. each; 

cloth. 2.*. 6rf. each. 
Round the Qalley-Fire. 
In the Middle Watoh. 
On the Fo'k'sle Head. 
A Voyage to the Gape. 
A Book for the Hammocki 
The Mystery of the ' Oottskn Star.' 
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 
The Tale of the Ten. 
An Ocean Tragedy. 
My Shipmate Ijouise. 
Alone on a IHTide Vide Bmk 
The Good Ship ' Mohock.* , 

The Phantom X>eath. A 

Is He the Man 7 | Heart or Oa 
The Convict Ship. 

The Last Bntr y. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each. 
A Tale of Two Tunnels* 
The Death Ship. 
The * Pretty Polly.* With 12 innstr] 

tions by G. E. Robertson. 
Overdue. ( Wrong Side Out J 
Popular Editions, medium Svo, Qd. eac* 
The Convict Ship. 

Is He th e Man 7 

Wrong Side Out. Cheap EDrricj 

Crown Svo, cloth, is, net. 



RUSSEI.L (HERBERT).— Tri 

Blue, vprown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d, 



RUSSSLL (DORA), Novels b^ 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3;. 6d, each ; pictuill 

cloth, flat bacic, 2s. each. 
A Country Sweetheart. 
The iStrif c of Fate. 
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RUSSIAN BASTILLE, THE 

(The Fortress of Schluesselburg). By I. 
P. YOUVATSHEV. Translated by A. S. 
Rappoport. M.A. With 16 Plates. 
Demy 8vo. cloth, ys. dd. net. 



5AINT AUBYN (ALAN), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. clolh, 3^. td. each ; post 
Svo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

A FeUow of Trinity. With a Note 
by Oliver Wendell Holmes. 

The Junior Dean. 

Orchard Damerel. 

The Matter of St. Benedict*!* 

In the Face of the IHTorld. 

To Hts Own Master. 

The Tre mlett Diamond s. 

Crown Svo, cloth. 35. td, each. 
The Wooing of May. 
Fortune's Gate. 
A Tragic Boneymoon. 
Gallantry Bower. 
A Proctor's 'Wooing. 
Bonnie Maggie Liauder. 
Mrs. Dunbar's Secret. 
Mar y Unmrin. With h Jllustiationa. 



SAINT JOHN (BAYLE). — A 

Levantine Family. Cr. Svo cl.. ^s. fvf. 

SALA (Q. A.).--Gaslight and 

Oaylight. Post Svo illustratfd boards. 2v. 



5ELINCOURT (HUGH DE), 

Books by. 

Oxford Crom Within. With a Note 

and 20 Illustrations in colour and Mone- 

chrome by YosHio Marking. Demy Svo, 

cloth, ^s^ W. net ; parchment, is*, tief. 

A Daujghter of th« Morning. 

Crown 8\'o, cloth, 6^. 



SERQEANi (ADELINE), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3j. 6d. each. 
Under False Pretences. 
Dr. Bndlcott's Bxceriment. 
The Missing Elizabeth. 



I 



ERMON ON THE MOUNT 

^The). Illuminated in Gold and Colours 
by ALBERTO Sanoorski. Fcap. 4to. 
Jap. vellum, ts. net ; parchment, full 
%\n, with silk ties. 85. td. aet. 



ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY (The). 

In pocket size, cloth. j*ilt top, 2s. net per 
Vol. ; leather, pi It edges. 3*. net per VoL 
ay WALTER BESANT. 
I^ondon. | Westminster. 

JarasaMem. Bv Besant and Palmru. 
All SoPHs and Conditions of Men. 
Sir Ricjhard Whlttington. 
Oaspar^d de Collgny. 

By BOCCACCIO. 
Xlia Dacameron. 

By ROBERT BROWNING. 
Pippa Passes: and Men and Wo- 
men. With 10 lihistrntions in Colourv 

by K. FORTKSCL'K PRrCKDALE. 

Drasnatis PersoncR ; and Dra- 
matic Romances and Lyrics. 

With 10 lilustrationg in Colours by t. 
FORXESCUE liRlCKDALK. 



5T. JVIARTIN'S l.\BltKR\— continued. 

la pocket size, cloth, gilt top, zs. net per Vol. ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3$. net per VeL 
By ROBFRT BUCHANAN. 
Th« Shadow of the Sword* 

By HALL CAINE. 
The Deemster. 

Bv WILKIE COLLINS, 
The Woman in White. 

By DANIEL DEFOB. 
Robinson Grusoe. With 37 Illus- 
trations by G. Cruiksuaxk. 
By CHARLES DICKENS, 
Speeches, with Portrait. 

By AUSTIN DOBSON. 
Eighteenth Century Vignettes. 
in Three Series, each Illustuited. 
By W.S. GILBERT. 
Original Plays. In Four Series, the 
Fourth Serie*. with ^ Portrait 
By THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By BRET HARTE. 
Condensed Novels. 
Mllss, The lioclc of Roaring Camp, 

and otiier Stories. Witn Portrait. 
Poetical Works. 

Hy OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. G. THOMSON. 
Compiled bv A. H. HYATT. 
The Charm of London: An Anthology. 
The Charm of Edinburgh. 
The Charm of Venice. 
The Charni of Paris, 

bv RICHARD JEFFERIE& 

The Life of the Fields. 
The Open Air. 
Nature near London. 

By CHARLES LAMB. 
The Essays of Ella. 

By LORD MACAU LAY. ^'^ 

History of England, in 5 Volumes. 

By lUSTIN MCCARTHY. 
The Reign of Queen Anne, in i Vol. 
A History of the Four Georges 

and of William IV., in a Vols. 
A History of Our Own Times from 
Accession or Q. Victoria to iqot. in 4 Vols. 
By GEORGE MacDONALD. 
Poetical Works, in 2 vols. 
IVorks of Fancy and Imagination. 
in 10 Vols. iGnio. (For List, sec p. 18.) 
By W. H. MALLOCK. 
The New Republic. 

By OUIDA. 
Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. 

Bv CHARLES READE. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. WKI1 

-^3 Illustrations bv M. H. Hewkroinb. 

* it is Never Too Late to M8vo,^/ 

By PERCY BYSSHE SHELL^] 

Prose Works. 2 vols., with-^ . ?« 

Poetical Works. 2 vols.. i-*'^J /JJ! 

Selected by FRANK SID^^oOT^nd T 

^^y*?" ^?^ ^^y'^!®?'<»"«. Crown 
With 10 Coloured I lusts 

Historical and L p, . j ^ 

lads. With 10 Co"*!. LONdDAll^ 

by By All Shaw. , 6<f. 
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ST. MARTIN'5 UBRAW-contiwifd. 

In pocket siz«, cloth, ^{ilt top.aj. Dei pei VoU ; 
leather, gilt edj^es, 3^. net per Vol. 
By ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. 
Mn Inland Voyage. 
TPAveU with a Donkey. 
Tlie Silverado Bquacters. 
Memories and Portraits. 
Ylrtflnlbus Puerlaque. 
Men and Bcioks. 
Mew Arabian Nlifhts. 
Across the Plains. 
The Merry Men. 
Prlnoe Otto. 
In the South Seas. 
XSssays of Travel. 
Weir or Hermiston. 
Tales and Fantasies* 
The Art of Writing. 
Collected Poems.. 

Bv H. .\. TAIXB. 

History of Bngllsh Literature, in 

4 Vols. With ^2 Portraits. 

By MARK TWAIN.-Sketohes. 

By WALTON and COTTON. 

The Complete Angler. 

By WALT WHITMAN. 
Poems. Selected and Edited by W. M. 
RossKTTi. With Portrait. 



SANQORSKI (ALBERTO] 
Books facsimiled In Colour from the 
lllumlnsted Drawings by. Fop. 
4to, Ja . vellum, 6.$. net each; patch- 
mcnt gilt^with silk ties, &s. '>d. net each. 

Prayers written at Yalllma by 
RoBKRT Louis Stevenson. 

The Bermon on the Mount. 

Morte d' Arthur, by Lord Tennyson. 



SHADOWLESS MAN (THE): 

Peter Scblemlhl. By A.von Chamisso. 

^Illustrated by Gordon Browne. Demy 

8vo, cloth, 3*. 6rf, net. 



SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY 

Part I. 
Old-Spelling 8HAKESPBARB. 

With the spelling ol the Quarto or the 
Folio as the basis of the Text, and all 
changes marked in heavy type. Edited, 
with brief Introductions and Notes, by F. 
J. FURMVALL, M.A., D.Litt..and F. W. 
CLARKE. M.A. Demy 8vo, cloth, 2^. 
6^/. net each Play. Of some of the 
plays a Library Edition may be had, 
^printed on pare rag paper, half-parch- 

•scTfcjient, 5.?, net each. A list of volumes 

K"*^w ready may be had. 



ft Part IL 

CiKESPEARB CLASSICS. 
^TI^hLm crown 8vo, quarter-bound antique 
K"^ boards, 2*. bd. net per vol. ; some 
Jv»' a'ao be had in velvet persinn at 45. 
iSs "iP^ those marked • on large paper, 
*?^ -lihment, 5.?. net. per vol. Each 
4H!l^ith Frontispiece. 
XQENi> •Rosalynde': the 
UK^^^Aof Shakespeare*! <As 
^It." Edited by W. W. 

v*v*B Ma». 



'^^:a^:.7on's ** 



SHAKBSPBARB UBRAW^canl, 
SHAKB3PBARB CLASSlCS^ont. 

Volumes published or tft prejtaration, 

* 2, Greene's * Pandoato,' or * Dorai- 

tus and Fawnla*: the original 
of Shakespeare's * Winter'! 
Tale.' Editedby P. Q. THOMAS. 

* 3. Brooke's Poem of Romeus and 

Juliet ' : the original of Shake- 
speare's * Romeo and Juliet.' 
Edited by P. A. IMMEL. Modernised 
and re-edited hy J. J. MUNRO. 

4. *.Tbe Troublesome Helgn of 
King John ' : the Play rewritten 
by Shakespeare as *Klng Jobn' 

Edited by Dr. F. J. FURNIVALL and 
John Monro, M.A, 

5,6. 'The History of Hamlet". 

With other Documents iUustrative of 
the sources of Shakspeare's Play, and an 
Introductory Study of the Legend or 
Hamlet by Piof. I. Gollancz. 

> 7. * The Play of King Iielr and Hii 

Three Daughters ' : the old play 
on the subject of KIb^ Lear, 

Edited by Sidney Lee, IXLitt. 

> 8. 'The Taming of a Shrew 't 

Being the old play nsed by Shakespeare 
in 'The Taming of the Shrew.* Edited 
by Professor F. S. Boas, M.A. 

* 9. The Sources and Analogues of 

• A Midsummeir Klght'a pream.* 

Edited by Fra K SiDGWiCK. 

la *The Famous Tlotorles of 
Henry IT.* 

XX. *The NensBchml*: tke original 
of Shakespeare's * Comedy of 
Brrors.' Latin text, with the Eliza- 
bethan Translation. Edited by W. H. D. 
RousK Litt.D. 

12. f Promos and Caseandga ' 
the source of * Meaaiira ' fo\ 
Measure.* ^ 

13. *Apolonius and dllla': Xhi 
source of Twelfth Night.' Edited b 
Morton Luce. 

14. *The First Part of the Conten 
tlon betwixt the two famoui 
Bouses of York and JU^vnoas^ 
ter,* aivi * The True Tragedy ot 
Riehard, Duke of York*: the 
ori.t..inais of the second and third parts o. 
•King Henry VI.' 

15. The Sources of ' The Tempaet. 

16. The Sources of *Cymbeliiie, 

17. The Sources and Analogue 
of *The Merchant of Yenloe. 
Edited by Piotessur 1. Gollancz. 

iS. Romantic Tales : the sources of* 

• 1 he Two Gentlemen of Verona,' 'Merrv 
Wives,' 'Much Ado about Kolhint!/ ' 

• All's Well that Ends Well.' 1 
19, 20. Shakespeare's Plutarch t the \ 

sources of 'Julius Caesar/ 'AAtonv and .1 
Cleopatra,' 'Coriolanus, and 'Timou.' I 
Edited by C. F. Tucker Brooke, M.A. 
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SHAKESPBARB LIBRARY-fo»/. 

Part HI. 

THE liAMB SHAKESPBARB 

FOR YOUNG PBOPLB. 

With Illustrations and Music. Based on 

HaRY liKV CH ARLKS LAMB'sTALES FROM 

Shakespeari:, and edited by Professor 
I. GOLLANCZ, who has inserted witltin 
a prove setting those scenes and 
passajges. from the Plays with whiih 
Ihe yonng reader should early become ac 
cjttalnfed. The Music arranged by T. 
Maskbll Hardy, imperial i6mo, cloth, 
ts^td. net per vol. : leather. 2*. 6d. net per 
vol. ; School Edit, linen, 8d, net per vol. 
T. The TempeBt* 

II. A«^ You Like It. 

III. A ttldsummor NliHtt's Dream. 

IV. TheMerohantof Yenloe. 
V. The Wlaitei^'s Tale, 

VI. Twelfth KiKht. 
VII. Cymbellne. 
VHI.Hoiiieoand Juliet. 
IX. Maobeth. 
X. Mmoh Ado About Nothing. 



XII. 



XI. Life of Shakesp«9,re for the 
Ybuntf. By Prof. I. Gollaxcz. 

n Bvenlng «rlth Shake- 
■peare : 10 Dramatic Tableaux for 
Young People, with Music by T. 
Maskbll Hardy, and Illustrations. 
Cloth, 21. net ; leather, ^s. 6d, net : 
linen, is. 6d. net. 



\ Part IV. 

BHAKBBPEARB'S BNGLAND. 

A series of volumes illustrative of the 

I life, thought, and Ictterscf England in the 

\ time of Shakespeare. 

"• iftohert Laneham'B lietter,describing 

i part of the Entertainment given to 

f Queen Elisabeth at Kenilworth Castle in 

•<i »575. Witl^ Introduction by Dr. FuRNl- 

I valL, and Illustrations. Demy. 8vo, 

^ cloth, Ss. t^\ 

i^Chm RoBT ^i|.nd Yatfabonde of 
Bhak< Y* Youth : reprints of 
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•nitye of Vacabondes,* 

\Com monCursetors,' 

Vberdyne's ' Sermon 

. and Thievery,' &c. 

s. Edited, with In- 

f^ARD V1LE8 and Dr. 

V 8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 

ollnshed ! a>^*-" 

iges in H/ 

.lich use vfar 

istorieal F 

by W. / 

vo, clothi. 



SHAKESPBARB LiBRARV-^ «/ 
SHAKESPBARB'S tNGLAND c /;: 

Harrlson*8 Deserlptlon of Eng- 
land. Part IV. Unifoim with Parts 
I.-lil. as issued by the New Shakspere 
Society. Edited by Dr. Furnivall. 
With additions by Mrs. C. C. Stopes. 
(250 copies onlv.) 17*. 6d. net. 

The Book of Elizabethan Yerse. 
Edited with Notes by William 
Stanley Braithwaite. With Frontis- 
piece and Vijinetie. Small crown 8vo, 
cloth, ss.6d. net; vellum gil t. 75. 6d. net. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By A. C. 
SWJNBURNK. Ctovvn 8vo, cloth, 8s. 

The Age of Shakespeare. By A. C. 
SwiNBURXs. Cr. 8vo, buckram, 6i. net. 

Shakespeare's Sweetheart: a 
Romance. By Sakah H. sterling. 
With b Coloured Illustrations by C. E. 
Peck. Square 8vo, cloth. 6s. 



SHARP (WILLIAM).— Children 

of To-morrow. Crown 8vo. cloth. ss.6d. 



SHELLEY'5 Complete WORKS 
in Verse and Prose. Edited by R. 
H ERNE Shepherd. 5 Vols.. 3^. 6<^. ea. 
Poetical IVorks, in Three Vols. : 

Vol. I. Margaret Nicholson ;« Shelley's 
Correspondence with Stockdale; Wandering 

Iew ; Queen Mab ; Alastor : Rosalind and 
lelen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais. 
Vol. II. Laon and Cyihna: The Cenci; 

iulian and Maddalo ; Swellfoot the Tyrant ; 
'he Witch of Atlas ; Epipsychidion ; Hellas. 
Vol. III. Posthumous Poems; The 

Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 

Prose IVorks, in Two Vols. : 
Vol. I. Zastrozzi ; St. Ir^ne ; Dublin and 

Marlow Pamphlets ; Refutation of Deism ; 

Letters to Leigh Hunt : Minor Writings. 
Vol. II. Essavs; Letters from Abroad; 

Translations and Fragments ; a Biography, 

The Prose Works as 2 vols., and the Poeti- 
cal Works as 2 vols., may also be had in 
the St. Martin's Library (each with 
Frentispiece). pott 8vo, cloth. 2s. net each ; 
leather gilt, ss. net each. 



SHERARD (R. H.).-Ros:ue5. 

Crown Svo, cloth, x.f. 6d. 



5HERIDAiN'5 (RICHARD 
BRINSLBV) Complete Works. 

Crown Svo. cloth. 35, 6d. 



SHERWOOD (MARQARET).— 

DAPHNB: ii Pastoral. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Crown Svo. doth 35. 6d. 



.re AX 

efefenc. 

eforeth^.. 

,cted by Dr. v 

.M Smith, Dr. Vt 

jiRO, Two vols., royal o*<. 



<SHIEL (M. P.), Novels by. 
NThe Purple Gloud» Cr. Svo. cloth, 3s.6d, 
Into the Third Generation. Cr. 8vo, 

cloth. 6s. 

(JNBOARDS: T^ieir History: In- 

. eluding Famous Taverns and Remarkable 

Characters. By Jacob Larwood and J. 

/C.Hotten. Witb95llluslratious. Crown 

^ Svo. cloth, 3J.6rf. 

4t|K. 5TBRD0RA. ByM.LdN^DALli 

'^ Demy Svo, ^, ; cloth, 6^ 
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SIMS (QEORae R.). Book5by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2f. each ; cloth 
limp, 25. tid, each. 
Tli« Ring o* Bella. 
Tinkletop'8 Grime. | Zeph. 
Dramae of Life. With 60 lllnstrations. 
Ily Two IVives. | Tales of To-day. 
Memoirs of a Landlady. 
Boenes from the Shovr. 
The Ten Commandments. 

Crown 8vo, picture cover, \s. each; cloth 
I*, td, each. 
The Dagonet Reciter and Reader. 
Dagonet Ditties. I Life We Live. 
Young Mrs. Caudle. 
Li Ting of London. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. each; post 8vo, 
picture boards, 25. each ; cloth, 2s. bd, each. 
Mary Jane*s Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 

Crown 8vo, cloth . 3^. W. each. 

Joyce Pleasantry. With a Frontis- 
piece by Hugh Thomson. 

For Life— and After. 

Once upon a Christmas Time. 
With 8 Illustrations by CHAS. GREEN, R.I. 

In London's Heart. 

A Blind Marriage. 

IVithout the Limellght« 

The Small-part Lady. 

Biographs of Babylon. 

The Myst ery of Mary A nne, 

Picture cloth, flat back, 2^. each. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 
In liondon's Heart. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d, each, 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 

Hov the Poor Live; .and Horrible 
London. Crown 8vo, leatherette, is» 

Dagonet Dramas. Crown 8vo. is. 

Dagonet Abroad. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
Ss. 6d. ; post 8vo, picture cover, 2s, 

His IVife's Revenge. Cr. 8vo, cloth 
35. 6d. ; Cheap Edition, x*. net. 



SPALDINQ (Kenneth J.). - A 

Plls:rliB's Way: Song& Fcap. 410, 
buckram, 3^. 6d. net. 



SLANO DICTIONARY (The): His- 
torical aDd Anecdotal Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. 6d. 



SMEDLEY (CONSTANCE: Mrs. 

Maxwell Armfiefd), Novels by. 

The June Princess. Cr. 8vo, cl, 3^. 6*^. 

Crown 8vo. cloth. 6s, each. 
Ber^ice. With Frontispiece. 
Mothers and Fathers. Frontispiece. 
Commoners* Rights. WlthS illustra- 
tions by Maxwell Armfibld. 
See also The Flovrer Book, p. ii. 



'TY IN LONDON. 

. ; cloth, is. 6d, 



Crown 



SET (Lord HENRY).- 

I of Adieu. 4to, Jap. veUuro, 6$, 



SPANISH ISLAM : A History of 
the MoslesBfl In 5p8ln. By Rbinhart 

Dozy. Translated by F. G. Stokes. 
Royal 8vo, buckram, 21s. net. 



SPEIGHT (E. E.).— The Galleon 

of Torbay. Crown 8vo, clotli, 6j. 



SPEIGHT (T. W.), Novels by. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, is. each. 
The Mysteries of Heron DykSj 
By Devious Ways. 
Hoodwinked; & Sandyoroft Mys- 
tery. I The Golden Hoop. 
Back to liife. | Quittanoe in Full. 
The Loudwater Tragedy* 
Burgo's Romanoe. 
A Hnsba nd from the Sea. 
Crown 8vo. cloth. 3^. 6d. each. 
Her Ladyship. I The Grey Honki 
The Master of Trenanoe« 
The Seoret of IVyvem Towers. 
Doom of Siva. | As it was Written 
The Web of Fate. 
Bxperienoes of Mr. Verschoyls. 
Stepping Blindfold: 
wife or No Wife.Post 8vo, cloth, is. 6ji 
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SPIELMANN (MRS. M. H. 
Books by. 

Large crown 8vo, c'oth, 5*. net. each, 
Margery Bedford and her Friend 

With Illustrations bv Gordon Brown 
The Rainbow ' Book : Bixtee 

Tales of Fun and Fanoy. vv 1 

?7 Illustrations by Arthur kackh a^ 
lUGH THOMSON, BERNARD FARTRlDt/ 

Lewis Baumsr, and other artists. 



SPRIQQE (S. SQUIRE). — / 
industrious Chevalier. Crown 8 
cloth^ 3^. 6d. 



STAFFORD (JOHN).— Doris an 

I, Crown 8vO| cloth, $s. 6rf. 



STARRY HEAVENS Poetic 

Birthday Book. Pott 8vo. cloth, xs. < 



STEDMAN (E. C.),— Victorii 

Poct«. Crown 8vo, cloth, gs. 



STEINLEN AND HIS ART : 

Cartoons in Tints and Monochro 
With Introduction. Folio, cl.. 10 j. (kI. i 



STEPHENS (RICCARDO).— T 

Cruciform Marie. Cr. Svo, cU. 35. 6 



STEPHENS (R. NEILSON) 

Philip Win wood. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 35. 1 



STERLING (S.).— Shakespear 

Sweetheart With 6 Coloured III us 
tions by C. E. PECK. Sq. 8vo, cloth. 



STERNBERG (COUNT) 1 

Barbariant af Morocco. >Vit1 

Illustrations in Colour by I>oui 
Fox Pitt, R.I. Large crown 
dotb, 6f, n«t. 
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le^Af i^^« Knife. Post 8vo,clotb. 
>ii. -^imstrated boards, zs. 



RNE ILAURENCE).- 
Sentlmental Journey. With 8g 

lustraiions by T. H. Robinson, and 

or trait. Orown 8vo, cloth gilt, 3*. 64.; 

J5t 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s, net: red 

al her, gilt edges, 3^. net. 



EN30N (BURTON E.).- 

airs of 5tate. Cr. 8vo, cl. 3^.6<i. 



• ENSON (R, LOUIS), 
arks by. 

c SWANSTON Edition of the Works of 
KT Louis Stevenson (inchiding the 
•:ks). in 25 vols., crown 8vo, 6^. net per 
To be subscribed for only in sets, through 
ookseller s.) A Prospectus may be had. 

Crown 8vo. buckram, 6s. each. 
ELvela ivitli a Donkey. With a 
Frontispiece by Walter Crank. 
a. Inland Voyage. With a Frontis- 
piece by Walter Crane. 
Liniliar Stadies of Men ft Books. 
-le Silverado Squattera. 
ew Arabian Ni^bts. 
tie Merry Men. 
ndervroods: Poems. 
emoriee and Portraits.' 
irglnibuB Puerlsqne. I Ballads, 
rl nee Otto. | Across tbe Plains. 
iGir of Hermlston. 
n tlie Soutb Seas, 
Is says of Travel. 
'ales and Fantasies. 
Sssays In tbe Art of Vrltlntf. 
^ay Morals, fto. 

lecords of a Family of Engineers 
tongs of Travel. Cr. 8vo. buckram. 5^. 
^ Liowden Sabbatb Morn. With 

Coloured Front, and numerous IIlus. by 
A. S. Boyd. Crown 8vo. buckram, 6s. 
Mew Arabian Nigbts. Cheaper 
Edition, post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. ; 
Popular Editiov. mediu m 8vo, 6d. 
Large crown 8vo, cloth, 5^. net each ; 
Large Paper Edition, rag paper, Plates 

mounted, vellum, 21*. net each. 
An Inland Voyage. With 12 Iilus- 
irations in Colour, 1 2 in Black and White. 
and other Decorations, by Nokl Rooke. 
Travels witb a Donkey In tbe 
Cevennes. With 12 illustrations in 
Colour, 12 in Black and White, and 
other De coration s, by Noel Rookb. 
A GhiId'8~Qarden of Verses. With 
12 Illustrations in Colour and numerous 
Blnck and While Drawings by Milli- 
CENT SOWERBY. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 
5?. net ; Large Paper Edition, parch- 
ment, 75. 6d. net. 

Long fcap. 8vo, cloth, is. net each. 
Father Dsmien. 
Talk and Talkers. 
A GhrlitniBi Sermon* Post 8vo, bds , 
ii.net; leather, zs. net Also a Minia- 
ture Edition in vdVil ca'f yapp (ai bv 
j|iii.),W.6^.pet. 
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STBVEN50N (R. L..)-conimu€d. 

Prayers Written at ValUma* 
Post 8vo, bds., IS. net ; leather, 2s. net. 
Also a Miniature Edition in velvet calf 
yapp, 15, 6d. net. ; ahd the Edition Dfi 
Luxe, illuminated by A. Sangorski 
in gold and colours, fcap. 4to. Jap. 
vellum, gilt top, 6*. net. ; parchment gilt, 
with ties, 8s, 6d. net. . 

Tbe Sulolde Club; andTbeRaJab*ft 
•Diamond. (From New Arabian 
Nioins.) With 8 Illustrations by W J. 
HKNNE.SSY. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3*. 6d. 

The Stevenson Reader. Edited by 
Lloyd Osbourne. Post 8vo, cloth, 
2s. 6d. ', buckram, gelt top, 3*. 6d.; SCHOOL 
EDITION, cloth, Is. 6d. 

Tbe Pocket R.L.S.: Favourite Pas- 
sages. i 6mo.cl.. 2s. net ; le ather. 3^. net. 
Fine Paper Editions. 

Pott 8vo, cl. 2s. net ea. ; leather, 3*. lict ea. 

An Inland Voyage. 

Travels wltb a Donkey. 

Vlrglnlbus Puerlsque. 

Familiar Studies of Men ft Books. 

New Arabian Nigbts. 

Memories and Portraits, 

Across tbe Plains. 

Tbe Merry Men. | Prlnoe Ottp* 

In tbe Soutb Seas. 

Essays of Travel. 

Tbe Silverado Squatters. -^ 

Weir of Hermlston. 

Tales and Fantasies. 

Tbe Art of Writing. 

Collecte d Poems of R. Ii. 8. 

R.L.Stevenson: A study. ByH.B.BAiL- 
DON.With2 Portraits. Cr.8vo,buckram.6*. 

Recollections of R. I«. Stevenson 
In tbe Pacific By Arthur John< 
STONE. Cr. 8vo, buckram, 6*. net. 



STOCKTON (FRANK R.).-The 
Youni^Masterof Hyson Hall. With 
36 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3J. 64. : picture cloth, flat back, 2*. 



STONE (CHRISTOPHER). 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, each. 
Tbey also Serve. 
Tbe Noise of Life. 
Tbe Sboe of a Horse. 



STRAUS (RALPH), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Man Apart. 
The lilttle God's Drum. 



STRUTT (JOSEPH). —The 
5port8 and Pastimes of the People 
of England. With 140 Illustrations. 
Crown 8V0. cloth. 3^. 64. 



STUART (H. LONQAN). Works 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6.?. each. 

Weeping Cr oss. | Fen ella. 
SULTAN (THE) AND HIS SUB- 
JECTS. Hy Richard Davey. With 
Portrait. Demy 8vo. cloth, 7.;. 64. net. 



SUNDOWNER, Stories by. 
Told by tbe TafTpall. Cr. 8vo, 3^ . 6^1, 
T«U« of the Serpent. Cr. 8vo, d., n. 
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SUTRO (ALFRED)* — The 

PcoHih Vlfytnsi Fcp. 8vq. is.id., is.td. 



Third Series 
Crowi 8vo 



SWIFT'S (Dean) Choice Works, 

ii? Prose and Verse. Cr 8vo, cl , 3*. td. 
Jonathan Bwlft: A Study. By J 
CiiuRToy CoLLixs. Cf. 8vo. cl.. 3 ^. 6d. 

SWINBURNE'S (ALGERNON 
CHARLBS) Works. 
Mr. Bwlnbame's Collected Poems. 

In 6 Vols., crown 8vo. $6s net the set. 
Mr; Bwinbarae's Collected Tpa* 

rfadlee. in 5Vois;k,cr.8vo, 305 net the set 

BeieotloBs fl*om Mr. Swinburne's 
IVorks. With Preface by T. Waits- 
DUNTOK, and 2 Platen. F cap. 8vo. 65. 

The Qneen- Mother; and Rosa- 
mond. Crown 8vo, js. 6d. net. 

Atalanta In Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Chastelard ; A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 75 

Poems and Ballads. First Series 
Crown 8vo, 95. 

Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 
• Crown 8vo, 9t. 

Poems and Ballads. 
Crown 8vo, 'js. 

Songs before Sunrise. 

Bothwell: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 124. 6/i. 
Songs of Two Nations. Qrown 8vo. 6s. 
George Chapman (In Vol. II. of G 

Chapman's works.) Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 
Bssays and Studies. Crown 8vo. 125. 
Brecntheus: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
A Notoon Charlotte iBronte. Crown 

8vo, 6s, 
A Study of Shakespeare. Cr. 8yo, 8; 
Songs of the Springtides. Cr. 8vo,65. 
Studies ih Song. c):own 8vo, 7^. 
Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, &s. 
Tristram of Lyonesse. CrownSvo^o^. 
A Century of Roundels. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
A Midsummer Holiday. Cr. 8vo. 75. 

Marino Faliero: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo. 65. 
A study of Victor Hugo. Cr. 8vo. 65. 
Miscellanies. Crown 8vo. 125. 
LOCrine: A Tragedy. Crown8vo,6i. 
A Study of Ben Jonson. Cr. 8vo, 7^. 
7he Sisters: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 65 
Istrophel, ftc. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
tudies in Prose and Poetry. 
Crown8vo,9*. 

le Tale or Balen. Crown 8vo, Jr. 
isamund. Queen of the Lom- 
bards: A Tragedy. Crown 8yo, 65. 
"Shannel Passage. Crown 8vo, 7*. 
re's Cross -Currents: A Year's 

otters. Crown 8vo, 6s. net. 
\iam Blake. Crown 8vo, 65. net. 
Duke of Gandla. Crown 8vo. 5s. 
Age of Shakespeare. Crown 
6s. nt-t^ 

Ulgrimage of Pleasure. See 

17 for Mrs. Disney- Leiths The 
dren of the Chapel. Crown 
5. net. 



^ERTON (FRANK). 

% by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. each. 

*ry Heart. 

nf Idea. ] The Oasemeat. 



SYRETT (NETJA^ifc); 

Anne Page. Crown svo^^To^f^^f^^'^ 

Popular edition, medium 8vo, 6/2'. ^ 
A Castle of Dre^urns. Orow^n bvo^ 

cloth, 3*. 6(L 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, each. 
Olivia tt. Carew. 
Brender*s Daughter. 
The BndlesB Journey, fto« 
Three Women. 



TAINE'S History of Hn^lJsh 

Literature. Trans. byHsNRV Va.n Laux. 
Four Vols., with 32 Portraits, poti Svu. 
cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each "; leather, ^ilt 
edges. 35. net each. 



TALES FOR THE BARNARDO 

HOMES. By Twenty-Six Authors. 
Edited by Rev. J. Marchakt. With 3 
Portraits, Crown 8vo. cloth. 5^. net 



TAYLOR (TOM). ~ Historical 
Dramas I Jeanne Darc, 'Twixt Axe 
AND Crown. The Fool's Kevexg*::. 
Arkwright's Wife, Anne Bolev.v. 
Plot and Passion. Crown 8vo. is. 
each. 



THACKERAY, W. M.-The Rose 

and The king. With Coloured Frontis> 
piece, 44 Illustrations (12 in Two Tints) 
and End-papers by Gordon Urowne, 
Demy 8vo, cloUi, 3*. 6d. net. ^ 



The Pocket Thackei^ay. 

by A. H. Hyait, iCnio, 

top. 2s. net ; leather, gilt top. 35. net. 



Arranged 1 
cloth. gil|^ 



THOMAS (ANNIE). 



Siren's Web. Crown 8vo.'c!oth. 3.V. 6(iA 



Theif 



THOREAU: His Life and Aims. 

By A. H. Page. With a Portrait- Posi 
8V0. buckram, 3.?. 6d. 
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THORNBURY (>V ALTER) 

Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo ^ci; 

illustrated boards 2s. J«^ . 



f/v 



TIMBS (JOHN); Works 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each. 
Clubs and Club I^ife in I«ondonJ.f 

With 41 Illustrations. J£»^>' 

Bnglish Bocentrics and Eccen-^p ' '• 

trlCi ties. With 48 Illustrations. _W ^ 

TOY r^ARTY (A). By J. Bodger.( .^ 

I!lustra4ed in Colours by DOR.i^ Bakks.< 
O long fcap. 4to, picture boards, \s ne t.^ 



TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, c'oth. 35. dd. each; post 
8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each. 

The Way We Live Now. 

Frau Frohmann. i Marlon Fay. 

The Land- Leaguers. 

Mr. Scarb orough's Fam ily. 
Post 8vo. illu<:trated boards. 2s. each. 

Kept in the Dark. 

The Amerioan Senator. 

Thft Golde n Lion of Q ranpera 

John Caldlgate. down 8vo, ciotb, 
it. 64. 
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